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HE: 3 a of Your 
Lordſhip at this Play, during the ſhort 
Tinic of. its bong Acted, has given Aſſurance 
to the Author, tho he has not the Happineſs of 
— known to vous to lay thus: Feile at your 
bet. im Tt bi f 01 | 
The firſt Time Your Lordſhip $5 me. that 
Honour I was juſtly fright ned — tlie Appre- 
henſion of ſo Crag a; Judge, and the next 
Time ſupported by the Approbation of ſo Ge- 
neramladatron; and tho I believe no Play 
that was fo well; received the firſt Day, ever 
attracted ſo few Spectators afterwards: How- 
evar; if there had been no Body beſide Your 
Lordſnip, I ſhauld not hays; thought er 45 
Habcetanted n. Noble Audience. 1 
A 3 KY: As 


| Occaſiots, 


te Py hw: 
As Your Lordſhip. has already done me FA 


Wet Honour to countenance the firſt Eſſay of a Vir- 
' gin Muſe, I aſſyhelthie.Tonliflonte to implore 


again Your Lordſhip's ere Protection, ſo 


8e 


voured to pervert the Genuine Meaning of 


ſome Inns, e give them a wrong the 
of Deſign, which was never w of the 
Author. Theſe Men. wich da Aae Sund 


Revenge, make all Quarrels 1 oe] 


Hate the Jute een Cild- ſor the (iketdf ide 


Father; I N Gb ap O tler Ac- 
count but for havierg Been A wy and in Pru: 
dence Would have coeald hi Name! if he 


could have nag ird, that there was ſo much 


— * in the World. I may ſafely af - 
firm, in my eon 


ag, or had been born in CB, n er 
I ſhall trouble Your Lord abe 


tho here 1 haves ample à Held to fally aut; 
and expatiate, aceording to the Quitom of 
Dedications, upon the ſhining Quabities of my 
Patron; but ic is imperttnent to tell. the World 
| What _ (nfliciently krſow already; we fmd;by 


Expe- 


indication, that I ſhouldhive 
made the ytry ſame-Reflexions; wn the ame 
If I had lived a. -thouſtnd'Voars 


- 


Te * * * N 


and often by ar 


unaceountable Forbleforthoſe 


ience, that thoſe Perſons are the fondeſt | 
- who the leaſt deſeryc it. 


very Qualities to whighthey can make no man- 


ner of pretence ; whereas other Emotious Re- 


do ; moere<oenſpi- 


by the Foſſeſſor himſelf. . 
Tou, my Lotdi'ss Fou ire the beſt. Poet 


your fel 8 the Breateſt Night to judge of 


others, and by: that: mdrſpurcd ag which 
you car in the Enpixe ot the Mees, havePow: | 


cr to eſtabliſn rhe. Reputation of the moſt Ut, 
- deſervings: while, by the Sovereign Authority 
of your fingle Suffrage, you mae it criminal 


ſult Mar the Conſci of a. juſt and un- 
ae we "which ed 


cuous to the Reſt of = World, than valued 


for others era ro debate, what ever ſhall 


have the Hônour to bear, your Stamp;, ſuch a 
Sanction from your Lordſhip will gratific the 


the higheſt Ambition, and confer che rate 


Honour iwaginable "por, 
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My LORD, 


* 


Tour Lidfhip s Moft Obedient; 45 
Aud Malt Humble Servant, 


Bevill Higgons. : 
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Ould I my Voice by 2 gag raiſe, A 


Or as I love thy * ſing th Pre 
My Muſe for ever ſhould record thy Name 
Aſſert thy Merit, and confirm thy Fame: 
Methinks I ſee Great Drydens Sacred Shade 
Direct thy Pen, thy manly Genius Aid, 
Dryden the Glory of our Britifs Wes, 


That mighty Bard, with Secret Pleaſure laben 


The mighty Bard, with Pleaſure Smiles to ſee, 
The Tranſmigration of his Soul to thee; . 
Griev'd,that he can't this weary Life renew, 
And pay the Tribute to thy Merit due ; 


Some Noble Thought in finer Phraſe to = I 


And what I can _ think of Thee, expreſs. 
If Unity of Action, Time and place 


Obſerv d with care give Harmony, and Grace; 


If Numbers, if Idea's Juſt, and Bright, 


And Nature thro the whole ſtill kept in ſight, 


If Vice Oppreſt; and Innocence preſerv'd, 


If Vertue crown'd, have due Applauſe deſerv'd, 
Be thou ſecure : For what Thou now haſt writ, 


Needs not the common Aid of others War ; 


* 
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\ To. Mr. Hyg on tis P LAY, calls, 0 


| Generous Cooqueou g 


11 


Suppor- 


. To the * 


che Worth, the Coin will 
Thro? ally te onk the Maſs ; wa 
For the impreſſion of a Royal Mould 
May Grace, but cannot dignifie the Gold, 
Bur Grieve not Thou, nor think it worth defenee 
That conſcious Faction would pervert thy Senſe, 
For *tis a True and Long experiencd Rule, 
That Vertue ſhocks the Knave, and Senſe the Fool." 
Then let not this, my Friend, thy Muſe Engage J 
To laſh the Vices of a hardned Age, | 
Below thy Satyr , and not worth thy Rage; 
Do what thou tan t ſtill Maleſpines will 15 | 
And _ . a Foe to Thee. 


He Grabme. 
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To 


To the © Author the Fhcomy arable 
GENEROUS CONQUER UB, | 
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Meet 


Seat? 
From 8 unknown ſ ſo EE} ou OP... 
And like a New-diſcover d Star ſurprize ? ;. 
om could ſo long thoſe Sacred Fires pre, 
Be loc ld in thine, vhich nom fill every Breaft ; 
. Thy firſt Eſay has entertain'd us more, 
Than all the Muſes ſiniſb'd Toils before ; 

To thee, the Ancients would their Bays have given, 
And Dryden envy d, were he not in Heav n; 

With what Attention the ſuſpended Pit, 

Nor with leſs Magick Charms the Boxes fit 
Evin they who pre-poſſeſs'd with Hatred came, 
Find no Diſguſt, but that they cannot blame; 
And while it y Scenes more Generous Paſſions raiſe, 
Tree their Malice, and conſent to Praiſe. 


Hoa more than Poet what bent: 
Whot haypy Shade bas been thy. 


< 7 hus thy own Orpheus * with his Voice Divine, 
' Whoſe Numbers only are excell d by Thine, 

With equal Power, could equal Wonders ſhew, 

His charming Lyre could Savage Beafls ſubdue, 
And ſuch are they who could thy Name purſue. 


* Generous Conquerour Pa M P 
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Act III. Scene III. 
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f an Comick:Wrizer, is 4 Common Foe, 


Ao wanton Wife, non Widow can be ſped, 
2 Ruſſell, can interr the 
But trait this Cenſor, in his Whim of Vie, 
Strips, and preſents you naked to the Pit. 


Thus C riticks, ſhould like theſe be branded Foes, 
Who for the Poyſon only, ſuck, the Roſe, 
Rejecting what is ſweet, like V. ultures they 
Feen gnly, on the Carrion of the Play, 

Snarling and C arping, without Wit or Senſe, 
Impeach Miſtakes, oer-looking Excellence : : 
As if to every Fop it might belong, 
Like Senators, to cenſure Right or Wrong. 
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But 


Nene can intrigus in Peace, or he @ Beau, 
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"And Love me RY are the T heams they chuſe. 


To the i 


( Fire, 
my you brig be Heaven, our Author l. his 
An e Paſſtous, that your Eyes inſpire, 
Full of that Flame, his tender Scenes he warms, 
And frames his Goddeſs, by your matchleſs Charms. 
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it brim oh bomben 
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Forgive, you elder Brothers in the Pit: 


And —— te onftellation bright,: and — 


By hen this day, the Port hyper io Ie, . Ry 
Raad the Sauctio, ere, Noba 


. * «et 
one 5 


No ſuriy Critick, or ill naturad clown, + 
Where ſo much Beauty ſmiles, will dare to frown 
Tho there are. ſome, whoſe Minds are fs diſeas d, 
That evth they are Angry to be Pleand 
Who think the Night ill ſpent, and Money loft 
If not repaid at the poor Poets caſt. 
From ſuch as theſe, you Fair, defend his Name, 
And in his (afety now, conſul your Fame : 
Some are already Sung, and all ſpall find 
The Tribute of the Miſe to whow theyr Kin. 


| The Miſe and Beauty ever nerd A 0 *: 


And Nothing ſhould our Intere 5 divide. 
We both have Foes, 1 the baſe Lampooner Tua, 
As Criticks us much Mortal Spite purſue, 
Then let us Joys our Force, and Wat declare 


Beauty Support the Muſe, The Muſe defend the Fair. 
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Aimerick 


Rodomond 


Gonzalvo | 


F Adelan 


MNlaleſpine 
Rodorick 


Tancred 


Albazer 


and 
Meroan 


Cimene 


Armida 
Irene 
Rozane 
Euphelia 
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4 prince 1 11 Extraction 


Conguer d Lombardy; in Love Mr Wilks. 
-with Armida 


A Lombard Prince Adopted by - 
3 a in al, with Mr. Mills. f 
Armida 
An ala Generial,a 4 Lombard Mr, Griffin. 
Son 20 Gonzalvo Mir. Toms. 
AVillain Miniſter of State Mr. Ciller. 
An oldConrtier friend to ne Mr. Thomas. 


An officer of the Army Mr. Horden. 
2 Mr. Smith. 
roms. fo Mates: | 
3M r. ne. 8 
Wan 


Supposd Dembier to Almerick: Mrs. Old: feld 


Suppor'd, Daughter to Gonzalvo Mrs. Rogers. 


4 to Gonzalvo Mrs. Aent. 
oman to Cimene Mrs. 
Woman to Armada. Mrs. Wilkins. 


Gaerds, ci i tizens, r N &c. 


Scene Ravenna 
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G Conqueror: 


Timely Diſcovery. 
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ACT 9 4 


SCENE I. 
A Long Walk in a Garden. 


 — a —mMD—U— — —_—_— — 
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Enter Irene, Armida, Euphelia. 


Ompreſs thy Sighs, and Calm thy Grief, Armida, 
Thou ſhalt not be Compelłd to Change thy Love, 
Thy Father dazled with a Crown's falſe Luſtre, 
To Pomp and Power would Sacrifice thy Quier, 
But I, my Deareſt Child, had rather ſee 


Tre. 


Thy Happineſs, than Grandeur. 


Arm 


1 


2 The Generous Conquerour: 
Arm. Tho more than Common Duty ſhould be pad. 
To ſuch Indulgence, in the beſt of Mothers, 
Forgive me, Madam, It my Love Preſume, 
Bold Love, who knows no Ties of Blood, or Duty; 
To Croſs, er Contradict what you ordain, 
'i When poor Armida can her ſelf Command, 
You always ſhall Command Armids. 


Ir. Not that I Diſapprove thy noble Flame, 
| | Whoſe Object Merits all that Man can hope, 
| © But fince the King ſo Paſſionately Loves, 
Whoſe Power can take what we refuſe to give, 
You muſt keep Meafures with ſo great a Rival, 
With falſe Appearances Elude his Hope, 
And ſooth his Love, *till Radamand return: 
To fix thy ſafety by a ſure Poſſeſſion. 


Arm. Ol never Could Diſſemble. 


Ir. But now Neceſſity muſt teach you, 
The Princeſs too muſt Counterfeit a Paſſion, 
And make the King believe ſhe Loves, 

As he directs, and that his Choice is hers, . 
Or you are loſt for ever; 

You manage that, and leave the reſt to me, 

* Whoſe Care ſhall all the Obſtacles Remove, 
That Interfere betwixt you and Happineſs: 
Amuſe the King, but Love him not Armida, 
Of all Mankind renounce the thoughts of Him, 


| Arm. Of all Mankind, I cannot fay I hate, 
But I am ſure, that | could never Love him. 
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Ir. The 


ö o 


Ir. The nab EOS er ok mo. 
Improper, but ſee your Father and Roderick 
Approach, let us retype. 


Exe 


SCENE IL 
Enter Gonzalvo and Roderick: 


Conz. You hear the news Roderick e 


Rod. I hear my Lord the Armies are in * 
Of one another. 


Conz. Ves Roderick, the Silver Po Divides. them a 
Whoſe beauteous Face, before the ſetting Sun, 
With purple Streams will be diſtain'd : 

On either Bank an Iron harveſt ſtands. 
Of ſhaking Spears, which at each other brundihd, 
Defiance, Horrour, Death, and Ruine Menace, 


Till the retreating River in a fright, 


Forſake his Bed, to make a Paſſage 
For the furious Combatants. 


Rod. Heaven ſend us Vidory.. 
Gon. O fear not that, tis Almerichs Sword Drawn, 


And the young, Rodomond's Arm ther weilds it: 


Red But Victory not PR Entaild, 
The Wiſe their Conduct lo — Strong their Force, 
'Tis Heaven alone the fate o Empire weighs, 
Whoſe Power reſiſtleſs by all Human Force, 


—— ng 


When head- ftrong Paſſion gets the reins of Reaſon, | i 


4 De Generous Conqueronr : 


Derides our Prudence, and our ſhallow fore-light, 
By Interpoſing the minuteſt Accidents - + By 
Unthought of, Unforeſcen, by Man's dim Eyes, 
Tears from the Victor, what he thought ſecure, 

And turas the Fate of Battle. 


Gon. Thou preacheſt Roderick, but Pm ſarpriz'd 
To find a Courtier talk of Heaven, Ra 
Who all are Atheiſts by Profeſſion. Ke * 


Rod. My Lord Gezalis, ou have known me, long, 
Tho” bred in Courts, l yet fla nd uninfected, 

Nor have their Vices ſtain'd my ſpotleſs Honour, 

No Servile flattery can guild my Tongue, 

To poyſon Princes, Truth I always ſpoke, 3% 
Tho? certain Ruin ſhould attend my Frankneſs; 
Beſides I always have maintain'd a Faith — » 
To Rodomond Inviolable. | 


Gon, My Friend, I know thee Honeſt, ende Honeſt 


Which . for thee In 9 uliar Love, 
Thy faith to Rodomond ſhal rewarded, 


When he ſhall Mount the Lombard's Glorious Throne, 


The Generous Almerick tho' he flew — Father, 


In noble Juſtice to that Prince his R Right, * 
Adopts him for his Son, and Succeſſor; 
And for a Pledge, to make that tie the ſtronger, Fa 


Deſigns his only Child at his return, 
The Bright Cl;mene, for his nl 1 


Rod. Tis true the noble King 805 3 Virtues, * 
Juſt, Valiant, Courteous, Merciful and Good, | 
Now Wiſe as Man, and then as weak as Woman, 


os 
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Or, Timely' Diſcovery. 'S$ 
The force of Nature like too ſtrong a Gale | 
For want of Ballaſt over-ſets the Veſſel. 
-Then he's Capricious, Humerous as the Wind, 
Deaf and Inexorable as a Storm, 


But ſtrait he cools, and ſinks into a Calm, 
As Mild and Humble as a Child Corrected: 


Son. That momentary Weakneſs ſhews him Man, 
But ſoon his Virtue re-inforc'd takes Place, 
And like the Sun diſpels the Fogs, and Clouds 
Which o Seesen d his benighted Reaſon, 31670 
Then trait the God breaks fortli again. N 


Rod. But yet this great, this mighty Victor, who 
With numerous Swarms pour'd from the * Nr 
Like a fierce Torrent, over-flow'd the fair 
Italian Plains, and bore down all before him, 
Who Conquer d Condibert in ſingle Combat, 
Then fix d his Crown on his Victorious Head, 
And took Ravenna, tho by you defended,. 
This Heroe now in his Declining Age 
Turns Fooliſh boy, and Idly falls in Love +: 
With fair Armida, thy moſt Beauteous Daughter, 
The Helm of Empire gives to Miſcreant Hands, 
And all Unnerv'd in Lethargies of Love 
e in the Veſſel that he ought to Steer. 
| Der. IH C 
Gon, And why notz Roderick; why nat, ove Armida ; 
If Beauty, Vito, Chaſtity have Charms, | 
And Royal Blood from Famous Lombard Kings, 
By me tranſmitted to her Noble Veins, 
May make a Virgin worthy of a Crown, 
The King Deſcends not when he Courts Armida; $34 
| But yet I 2pprchend this Fatal Paſſion, Waun 
C When 


8 The Generic C onquerour : e 
When Almerict, who cannot Curb his Fury, 
- Shall know that Rodomond's his Rival; | 

Avert the Conſequences, Heaven. 


Red. It Cannot Long be ſecret, but ſec he Comes 
The generous Goth approaches, an awfull Gloom 
Spreads Oer his Face, and gnawing Cares of Love 
Indent his furrow'd Brows. 


— 
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Enter Hing: Al. Mal. Alb. Mero, &c. 
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King, The Armies are Engag'd, Gonxalvo, 
The Valiant Rodomond has paigd the Fe. | 
To Force the Enemy to Battle. Ger 2279) 


51 * 
Gor. Arm'd with your Gi Sir, — Sword, 
Hie never can miſcarry, nor will my Bo, | 
My Adelan, I hope De, | 


— —_— 
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King. O fear not that, thy Blobdrunzia his Veins, . 
And that will warm him, J oft have ſeen 
Thy Son and Rodomond, thoſe Twins of Mars, f 
Run faſter to the Fight, than athens from a Rout. 


Mal. That Glorious Prince, 5 ave, fo ve in War, 
= The Peoples Idol, and the Soldiers Darling 

| | Muſt needs preſent you, vir, with Conqueſt, 

nl The Soldier's Love, is more than half the Battle. 


A — * — 


5 Gonz. Oh, Sir, obſerve the Poyſon of thoſe Words, 
He never flatters, but he means to Stab. 
r thou hat'ſt Rodomond,: [To Mal. 


Mal. 
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v, Tine ly Diſcovery. ö 


Mal. Now, Sir, you ſee the Malice of my Foes, 
My moſt Sincere, and undeſigning Words oy 
Are always wreſted by a falſe Conſtruction, 


Ain. No more Gauxalvo, I will have you Friends, 
'Tis not in him to give me wrong Impreſſions 
Of that Brave Prince, whom I fo long have Cheriſſod. 
Thou well remember'ft, yet thou muſt Gonxalvo, 
That Glorious Day when fate bequeath'd us Empire, 
Then thou, and I were Foes, but ſince thy Faith | 
And Matchleſs Valour made us Friends. 


Gonz, Yes, Sir, I well remember. 


King. When at our * Head, the brave Old King, 
And I, like Clouds with Thunder Charg d. 


Encountering ruſh'd together, 


Long was the Tug of Fate, and Mutual Wounds 
Receiv d on either Side, at laſt my Stars 
Preyail'd, and Gondibert, o*rethrown by Fate, 
Reſign' d that Life, he fo deſerv d to keep, 
Then Rodomond a Youth fought by his fide, 
Scarce fifteen: Summers had paſs d o'er Held, 
He ſaw him fall, and with a Filial Love 
Stood o'er the Sacred Body to defend it, 
My Arm arreſted and Suſpended Conqueſt; | 
Save, Save, O Save, the gallant Youth I Cry'd, 
| Whoſe Early Manhood's worthy of my Arms, 
But he refolv'd, not to Survive his Father, 
Refus'd all Quarter, and difdain'd our Mercy, 
Four Noble Lives it Coſt to Diſarm him. | 
£1 . F623, [ Trumpet without 
Mal. Heark a Trumpet ; News from the Army. 
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8 be Generous Conguerour 


Kin. My 8 exert your Heads and pour 
Your wonted Influence down. | 
[Enter Tancred with Letters 


C Kneels to the King : 
Speak J. rell peak how goes the Noble Day ? 


Joy inthy Looks, and Victory in thy Eyes; a 
Fan, The Valiant Rodomond — 


| Ain. | know what thou would'ſt hy, | 

1 That Rodomoyd' 's Victorious 314 
| — ; Ga 

Bi Tar. Then Sir Poſſeſs, what your Ambition Grape, 
And all that Fate can give, 

1en thouſand Priſoners, and as many Shin... 


Proclaim your Triumphs, theo the en World. = 
8 £ read, 


17, 


This morning we ata the A 1 
In their T, renches, aud, after a Diſpute - 
Of four hours, intirely "routed them; 
The Particulars I Leave 10 Tanered : 


— OS. 


Here Tancred wear this Jewel for thy News, 
But firſt retire, to Eaſe thy weary Limbs, 
And then we'll hear I Glorious Tale. 


; * ; = 19 HO 
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Gon. I hope my Son performed hi part. 


Tau. My Lord 1 left him cover d Oer with Blood, 
And Honourable Duſt, the Prince and He 
Will both be here to Night. Exit Tau. 
| Xing. Riſe, Riſe, my Joys, Let every _—_ be T riumph. 
The Wretch who mourns to day ſhall dye, 
Tho' he this Minute loſt his Miſtreſs. 


Ton. 


Or, Timely Diſcovery. 


Sor. O how the Noble Story warms my Blood, 
Contracts each Nerve my Cruel Age Extended, 
And makes me fit to wield a Sword again. 


Ain. Thus fortune with new Triumphs Crowns my Arms, 
But what ſhe gives in Fields; reſumes at Home. 
Noble Ganzalvo, Venerable Old Man, 
Who gave a being to my Beauteous Miſtreſs, 
| How fares Armida ? perſevers She ſtill 
To rack a Miſerable Monarch? | 1 


Con. I hope the Fooliſn Virgin will repent, 
And meet that Honour, which ſhe cannot Merit. 


Ain. This Night I do deſign to ſee her, 

But firſt, my Friend, go thou prepare the way, 

Say every thing, that Friendſhip can inſpire, 

Say all, that Almerict would fay. for thee, 

Ute all thy Power, But yet forget the Father, 

Let no Command o'er-awe her native Sweetneſs, 

And if all fail, for me, my Friend, turn Lover, 

Weep, Sigh, and Beg, Uſe every moving Word, 

And make my Love Succeſsful as my Sword. | 
| Fxit Gon. 

[ The King returns fromthe Door and walks Penſrue over 

| [ the Stage with Arms folded! 


Red. Shake off, great Sir, this Weight of killing Grief, | — || 


Which thus depreſſes all your rifing Joys, , _ * 
or this great Day, the Gods have given. 


fing. The Joys which Conqueſt brings, are but a Flaſh, 
A Momentary Flaſh, then diſappear, EE | 
5 . When 


E The Generous Conqrovour ; 


When fiercer Love ſucceeds with endleſs Pain, | 

O Roderick, did'ſt thou never love? Yes ſure, | , 
tor Love's the Paſſion of a generous Mind, 

Thou know?it the Dart that has transfix'd my Soul, 

Whoſe bearded Point can never be drawn out. 

But I am torn to pieces: The raging Fire, 

Like Life and Soul, is ſpread thro? ev'ry Part, 

Each melting Nerve is all on flame, 
And every Fibre burns. 

Rod. Recal your Glorious Triumphs to your Mind, 
See there that Image of the God ot War, | 
Drive on to Conqueſt thro? the duſty Field, 

But now ſo chang'd you ſeem no more the ſame, 
Than on ſome guilded Mountain's Top, the faint 
Reflection of the Sun is Day, 

When he is ſet. 

Kin. No more my Friend, good Roderick, no more, 
Of fooliſh Honour, Triumphs and Renown, | 
now grow weary of that Savage Trade, 

Methinks by far 'tis better to preſerve, 

Than to deſtroy; Love's gentle Fire, 

Has melted all the Brutal Hero down, 

While the more Noble Paſſions like pure Gold 

Sink in a Lump, abſtracted ſrom their Droſs; 

'Tis you, O Maleſpine, and ſuch as you 

Unhappy Miniſters to cheated Princes, 

Who make new Quarrels, new Pretences find, 

To pleaſe us Wretches, whodeſtroy Mankind. 
| . [Ex. Kin. Gon. 


Ma- 


Or, T. imely Diſcovery. 11 


Manent Alb. Mal. Mer. 


Mal. Yes, yes, Prince Rodomond hates me, 
Moſt mortally, Albazar, he knows 


That I betray'd his Father, which he 
Severely will revenge, when ever on the Throne. 


Alb. We therefore muſt prevent it, 


Mal. Prevent it, yes, but how A/bazar ? 2 
T've try d a thouſand ways to work his Ruine with the 
2 Kin 
But ſtill in vain, he's Deaf to all my Arts, g 
So Down - right, Generous, Frank, and open 
He thinks Mankind as Honel as tumſelt, 
He means no lll, and conſequently lears none. 


Alb. The Goth's not yet worn off, Italian Air, 
In time will make him wiſer. 


Mal, My Friend, in this Emergency aſſiſt, 
Thou had'ſt a Soul « once form'd for Glorious Miſchief, 
The Rival Prince returns with Lawrels Crown'd, 
To wed Climene, and deſtroy my Hopes. 


Alb, There yet is one Reſource. 


Alb. The Spies which | by your Command em- 


Mal. O ſpeak my, better Angel. | 
| 
(ploy, | 


Inform me that there is a mighty Love 
Twixt Rodomond, and Armida. 


Mal. 


12 The Generous Conquerour : 
Mal. Confirm it Heav'n : Can this be true 2 
Alb. As true as 'tis a mighty Secret. | 


Mal. Riſe, riſe, my Genius then the worſt is done, 
Here's Glorious Nlatter for a Scene of Miſchief, _ 
Tho unſuſceptible his heedleſs Soul 
Of Jealouſie, where Empire is concern d, 

His ſtronger Paſſion will admit no Rival, 

His Love cut down all that ſhall grow before i it, 
Cramm'd to the Throat with Sulphur he'll rake Fire 
To burn himſelf, and Rodomond. 


Alb. So far VA well, but you my Lord this while 
Forget your Love, Cimene is forgot. | 


Mal. Poor weak Ade Can'ſt thou think! love wp 
A Stateſman Love A/bazar 2 No, no, 
Whoſe Soul is with Ambition Fir'd, . N 
Can have no room for any other Pailion, 
The poys nous Shade of that deſtructive Plant, 
Will ſuffer nothing to grow near it, 
Or like the Plague in Eyidemic-ꝶ Years, 
Turns all the Leſs Diſtempers to it's ſelf; 


Alb. But ſure there may be Intervals for Love. 


Mal. So far from Love, or any Generous flame, 
That he, like me, who would be great, 4/bazar, 
Muſt Conſcience drown as Harlotꝭ Choak their Infants, 
Mult Stifle all the sentiments of Nature, 

Break thro' the Ties of Honour and of Blood, 

Of Friendſhip, Common Faith, and Gratitude, 
Diſſolve the Bands, that firſt linkt Men together, 

W hen mutual wants, from Nature's Common call d, 


— — — — 


The 


The happier Savage into fatal Cities, * 
All this Tve done to Gondibert already, 
And muſt repeat to Almerick. 


41b. But ſince her Title will Confirm your Claim 
Methinks *tis beiter to have her Conſent. 


Mai. That is all one, when I have Power, 
When 1 am Maſter of the Father's Throne, 
With Eaſe I ſhall poſſeſs the Daughter. 
Let other Lovers Languiſh; ſigh'and Whine * 
And meanly ſtoop, to Court Imperious Beauty, 
Like Fooliſn Chymiſts Sweat and Toyl in vain 
To find Elixirs only in the Braus. 
Youth, Wealth, and Time, in the purſuit all ſpent, 
When they would prove the Dear Experiment; 
The Golden Joys, the Lover's Hope to nd. 


In Fumes are flown, and onely Droſs behind. 
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SCENE E. = 7 
5 bn Gonz, n 


x, muſt not, PE a 
Think meß d Ralund,. 


£ 
A. 
© > iv. 


Arm, Who < abut erin med erte, - 


) 


Who thinking nor'admires, and then 


Not turn their Admiration into Lore. 


Con. There are Eternal Bars between vou, 
You know that he's on for bright Cimene, . 
And with her Love, the.” Th WONG 


Arm. My thoughts my Mon 1 a vain : 
To hope I ſhall be. happy in my Love, 
All that I ask of Heav'n and You, © 


ls Leave to Love, what I muſt ne polls; 
Love him alone, and never hear of others. 


Gon. Not heir of others? O what means thy 3 
When at thy Feet a dying Monarch lies, 
The Glory, and the Terrour of the World, 


5 Arete t change thy inauſpicious Love, 


Ard mount the mighty Aimerick's — 
Arm 


9 
Or, Tinzly Dian. 


Arm. You know, my Lord, the se 1 
ave underneath one Roof been ö 
That Habit firſt contracted ſuch a Friend, 
As knit by Juſt Degrees to Love, 
That Lon. to ſuch a Noble, Ardent palin 
So deeply rooted, and ſo firm, 
It cannot now tranſplanted be nof touch d, 
Without b of the Tre. 


Gon. The Ch ange of Soil may celcrns the Pla, 


| — 4 to viſit ton 
Reorive that Honour withgood 9 
Arm. What 1 Change my 


2 % * As. - 7 
ov ; wy Redomond' 
With all the Charms of Majeſt and Vouth, 
Cover'd with Lawrels, and ad n'd — 
For the Addreſſes of à Priner, whoſe Age 
May juſtiy bid me call bim Nauen S396 243 


Gonz. By Heav'n'thou knowl not what: is good, A- 
The King's not young tis true, nor is he old, (mida, 
Juſt on the 8 of the Hill of Life, 

He ſces as much before him, as behind, 

An Eaſie, Gentle: Long Deſcent of Time, 

Where with the Heights Advantage he looks round, 

While they who elimb, can have bur half the Proſpect, 
Vet thou preſer'ſt the Spring of giddy SR 

Io that Mature, and far more perfect Age, 

Fraught with the Noble Harveſt of Man's Life, 

Experience, Temper, and conſummate Wiſdom : 

Thy Rodomond, *tis true has all the Charms, 

And ſhining Qualities, of a Glorious Prince, 


Virtues, which without Title to a Crown, © 
D 2 Would 


— 


He Burns, and Withers, what he 3 but Nouriſh, 


Bright without ang, without Scorching Warm. 


- 


16 The Generous Conqueronr. 
Would give a Subject merit to pretend, 

But yet believe me, O believe me, Child. 
Whoſe ſilver Hairs with Ills have dearly bought 
Along Experience; The Fire of Youth's too hot, 
Too furious to laſt long, is but a Lamp, 

Whoſe Flame too great, moſt greedily drinks up 
That Unctuous Liquor, which ſhou'd feed its Being, 
Then dies, and vaniſhes in Smoak, 

Such is the Love of Youth. 


Arm. Tis that 5 Fire ſo warms the Heroe's Blood, | 
And makes the difference i in Men. | 


at » $6 


| Gon. No, No, too hot, 00 lihe the Summer Sun, 
When on the Lions back, with Beams direct 


But riper Ago when grown 
u 


Like a fine Autumn Day, has —— Charm, 


Exit Gon. 
Arm. How ſtrange a Fate attends my Love, 


What can the. Happieſt of my Sex deſire, 


But what I ſeem to have? I Love, and ſind 


My Love with Intereſt returmd, thebraveſt Man- 
The Spacious Earth ſuſtains, is prond to ay 
His Laurels at my Feet 


But ill the fatal Paſſion of the King. 


Obſtructs our Wiſhes, and deſtroys our hopes. 


Eup. 1 always thought, Love was the greateſt good, 
In all the pretty tales I ever read, 


Tho lowring Fortune for a while did frown; 


Some kinder Stars at laſt ſnim d out to make 
The Lovers happy. | 


| Arm. 


Arm. O ſhun that Paſſion, as thou would ſt thy bane, 
The deadlieſt foe to human 2 . 
That Poyſons all our Joys, deſtroys our Quiet. 
If thy well guarded Breaſt has yet ſecur d, 

Thy tender Heart, E«phelia, from his rage, 
COPIER thy Stars, thrice happy Maid, 

And by my Wreck, the fatal Shelf avoid, 
Love, Like a Beauteous Field, at firſt appears, 
Whoſe pleaſing Verdure raviſhes the Sight, 

But all within the hollow, rreacherous Ground, 
2M nought but Caverns of Perdition. * 


Euab. Tis, Madam, time to wait upon the Princeſs, 


Arm. I goe, Euphelia, to ſee 
The beſt of Women, and the beſt of Friends, 
Into her gentle Boſom pour my Sighs, - 
The only Balm to my afflicted Mind; 
Her generous Pity ſoftens every Grief; 
For all the wretched Love to be condo['d, | 
Such is the Uſe, and Noble End of Friendſhip - 
To bear a part in every Storm of Fate, 
And by Dividing, Lighter make the Weight. 
33 T' Freun. 
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Scene Opens: SCENEW - 
© Cimene, Roſane. 


: Da. ow long my Flavia | | ball. your Swain? 
Thus ſue to beyd 2 Heart. 
Ho long will you diſguiſe your pain 
And Fondly Triamph in your Art: FSR 


* 3 YT" 
Flavi. In vainalaſs we would be wiſe, 
Ceaſe, Damon, Ceaſe thy Song 
In Vain we would with Art diſguiſe © - 
When Nature is too ftrong-« e 1 4 
Da. Then let me, Fair, thy-Pity move, 
To make me once the happy Man, 
O Flavia, once Indulge my Love, 
And then be Cruel, if you can. 


Flavi. When Fooliſh Maids with Eaſe Comply, 
Contempt is Fuſtly due | 
We firſt of all, we firſt muſt fly, 


Before you can purſue. 


Da. Thro folly you deny my ſuit, 
In Ignorance your Virtue Lies, 
When the firſt Maid bad PlacÞd the Fruit, 
She only taſted and grew Wife. 


Flavi, 


Or, Fas ble, 159 


Hav. I yield my Swain, I Jield at laſt 
Ab, do . deſpiſe, 423 


Since hd lags; rg . A 
Come teach me to be Wiſe. K „ 4 ets 


A . | ws hy” 


: „ 
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the the 80 b gs un i. Fuph. 


"ith long d to ſee you, 
But why thoſe graceful Sorrows on that Brow 2 


why frown thoſe Locket y Nature form'd to ſmile? 
Methinks the News of Rodamonds Succeſs, £ 


And quick return, ſhow'd: make Jod hopes revive. 


Arm. He comes, 15 true, bobcat to-be mite, 
You, hap Princefs, have A greater ſnare 
la hi 6 fortune, age loſt Armida. 


Cim. I ! Armida ST cf” we * . „ 


* $ 
* 8 ; : MY, - — 4 
* 2 LH * , p 
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Arm. Ves, you Cimene. . "7 


oO © * I 


cin. What means my Friend ed a 


Arm. My Father has been with me kay ths Kiog, 
And that his Arguments may more prevail, 
To diſ-engage me from my plighted Faith, 
Aſſures me Rodowond is loſt to me, 
That nowat his return, LAGS, | 
To join your Han 


» 
T4265 - 4 Af 2 ; b ; 


Cim. So ſoon! O Heavens how ſhall we wad. 
This cruel Stroak 2 


Arm. 
8 


* a 1 p 
- If 
A "264 
7 


a . 1 be aha Conpurow 8 


Arm. 'Tis not in Fate, and I am loſt for ever, 
This night, this night, the Glorious Victor comes, 
- Adorn'd with all the ſhining Wreaths of \ red ol 
Cimene muſt reward the Heroe's ws 5 SY, 


* Cimenes ſoft Careſſes muſt deface: 


The Memory of Scars, and dire Fatigues, 4 

Of tedious Hours in Winter Camps conſum'd; 
Oh happy Princeſs, glorious in my Ruins, 
You only can deſerve, what tis my Fate to hole. 


Cim. 1 Glorious in thy! Ruins? 20 re 


Arm. Mine, Mine Cimene.,, Nh Cant OY 


* * 
— * 


cim. Unjuſt Armida, you ſeem: with ay ear. 
To look on me, as if I were your Riyal, 
Lou know how my Aſtection ſtands engag d, 

You know your Brother has pars my Heart, 

The Noble Adelan is there too 
To beindanger of another's Love, 
But this Reflection is unkind. 
3 of our Friendſhip. 


Arm. Forgive me Princeſs, iam ache too blame 
My Cruel Fortunes ſo diſtrad my Mind, = 
I know not hardly what 1 fy. ee 
* * 8 

I. Tis now no time, for Childifh, Vain Complaints, 
The Refuge of the Abject in Diſtreſs, _ 
Propoſe ſome way, to ſtop the preſent il, 
Amuſe the King, and Fruſtrate his Deſign, 


The Danger preſſing Calls for Reſolution. 


cin. I ſee no way, but e Denial; 
Mad we more time, ther might be ſome Reſource. 


Tr. Such a Refuſal, wou'd but Wing your Fate x 
The King Enrag'd tofind his ho SER E 
To find a Son, a long Expected en 4 
Reject his Daughter, and become his wat" 1121 332 
| Wow'd ruine all we dare his Win oppoſe.” Nen 


cim. But ſince or Fit, or Laſt we muſt refiiſs;" . 3064 wif 
And the impending Storm cannot be nun. 
Methinks tis Nobler for to meet our Fate, 
The Danger will be ſooner paſt, 


Arm. I ſtand prepar'd for vey Shock, 
And all the bane, ill mingled Stars can bed, 
Since Rodomond is all the World to me; (5582, 
And loſing him, I muſt loſe all I hope. ad. Na 

Let Fortune Rage, they ſure are fond of n. 1 | 
Who wou'd the World ſurvive. . | c 


Cim. Ah Wretched Maid, cou d * Fate ae | 
But Pity only from the happy *sdue. Es | i 
My Gloomy Stars are Intricate as tine | 


I Love like thee, and yet conceal my flame, $A <A | 
Which burns the more, the more it is ſup 10 910 
But you perhaps may Wonder at my Pru ence. 


Arm. Prudence, cimene? the more of that, 
Juſt fo much leſs of Love. 
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Mom. Madam, the king! ol ; 
Arm. I fly, Cimene, for [dare Le RE, ; 
And yet I muſt this fatal Night, 
Like a-poor Criminal Condemn' 'd; who knows. 
That he muſt Dye, yet aner would Deter 
The fatal Minute. 
Ir. n bei gn, and fe procure delay. 
Enter Ting, Gone. Red, 4. Mer, c. 
| | | ; 
King. Prepare, Cimene, to Adorn this Night, & 
Prepare the God-like Victor to receive, | 
By great Atchievments worthy of thy Love. i 
'Tis you alone whio' can repay the Debt ? 
We owe to ſuch Illuſtrious Merit. | | 
cim. You Injure, Sir, the Glory of the Prince, * 
To rate his mighty Services to „ | bt 
As to be recompenc'd by me. „ LJ 
| King, Cimene and a Crown! What more | 27 
Can his Ambition, tho *twere boundleſs, hope? 5 
What more can I repay.? 6 
Cim.. Not, that I would ſo deſpicable ſeem, 
But that a Monarch may be juſtly proud e 
To yield his Heart to Charms as enk as mine. 
Butxyꝑk | 7 
* King. 


— 


Ring. No more Excuſes : » Wharl Command, 
Without reſerve, a Daughter muſt obey : 
My Prudence this Alliance has deſign d; 


And *tis your Duty to n my Choice. + 4, wa 


Cin. Tho? none more fllial, Piety ſhall obey, 
Tho' none, ſhall more Implicitly receive; , » + 
As Sacred, all your Pleature ſhall Command; 

In this one point permit me a Reſerve/, 
Where all the happineſs of Life's concern d. 
Let your indulgence. Sir, divide your Power; 
The Father loften, what the King Commands. 


King. ill hear no more, reſolve to acquieſcte. 
And — my Will thy Choice: Thou know'ſt not ſute 
The value of the gift loſſer. 


Cim. Tf that were all to hinder my aflent, 
It wou'd be height of Madneſs to refuſe,  _ 
Or Blindneſs not to ſee the Prince's Merit. 
But, Sir, ſuppoſe he ſees not with your Eyes, * | i 
And diſapproves the Choice you make for him , 88 1 
He never yet to me confeſt a flame. 5 ö 
Or whats worſe, may be indifferent. | pA 


King. Thou know'ſt not ſure th y Charms, ciner. 
Thus to diſtruſt ne Power. A at diſtance 


E 1 


E. ter - Malone. 
Mel. The Prince 5 M Gate”. i 


King. Is all prepar'd to grace che Noble Triuniph 3 ? : 


Mal. Your Orders are obey'd: In Purple Robes, 
With Solemn State, the Magiſtrates proceed; 

The Streets adorn'd, the Doors with Statues gracd, 

Vaſt Thronging Crouds retard the great Proceſſion, 

Whole loud repeated Shouts divide the Air. 

While fluttering Birds their empty Pinions Shake, 

With Garlands crown'd the Virgins ſtrow the ways, 

Andin glad Hymns repeated his Glorious Name, 2 
While joyful Mothers to their Wondring Babes , | 
Point out the Heroe, as he drivesalong. 


Gon. aſide] See, Roderick, ſee, this Villain 1 now * 
To ſtir up the Kings Envy. 


King. Canthis be heard, and thou noumelt Cimene ? 
Go, go, my Child; but leave theſe Frowns behind, 
Adorn thy felf, as for my Nuptial Day. 
With all the Charm, and. ſplended Pomp of Beauty; 
With all the Graces, that your Sex aſſume 

When they deſign a W 


Cim. For Women, Sir, to offer Love is fr below 
The Dignity of the Sex ; . | 
OurFond Advances make the Men more vain, 

Whoſe wandring Flames are like that Treacherous Fire 
In marſhy Fenns, from Exhalations red ; 

Which when purſu d before us runs. 


The Gonna gt 
And follows when we Fly: 
We Covet ſtill, what we acquire wich kein, 
For Love, like Eaſtern Majeſty-conceald z ol anl. 
Is moreador'd, the leſs heisreveal'd. [ Er. 3 Roz, 


King. She bears à Spirit worthy of her Blood: 
Worthy the Heroe for her Bed defign'd, 
Whoſe Merrit Claims the Miſtreſs of the World: 
There was a time, this Arca perforuyd like him. yy 


Gonz, Noble Exancla Noble Deeds exites, 
The Prince with generous Emulation fir d. 
Treads in your ſteps, and that bright tract purſues 


Mal. But undiſcerning Men N the >Paſt 7 
The preſent ſtill adore. 12 


Ring. No more of that, thoſe thoughts be gone; - 
Tis baſe to Envy what we ſhou'd Admire. 


Enter Tanored. - 
Tan. Prince approaches. 1 LIrampers and Shouts mit him 


Euter Rodomond FA —— Adelan, — gte. 


Kings Welcome as Life, as Victory, and Fame, 
As hope to Lovers, or the Tortur'd ann nn 
Ceſſaſion of his Pain. O, Rodomond 390d 4; tae [Embaces; 
How ſhall my Gratitude return the vaſt, | 


The boundleſs Sum I owe ? 


v rich Diſevery . 1 5 


Roo. 'Your OE ſervice is its own reward; 
Var em like Aumerick o ercame. 
[King and Rod, ſeem talking 


858. My Noble Son, as welcome to | 
Theſe Arms: 4:4 CEmbreces 
| 3 prop and comfort of my uſeleſs r 
or. Glories in the Chace of Fame, 
Reflect ct new Luſtre, and our Houſe confirm. 


— 


Ad. I ſhou'd n my Lcd: * 
At humble diſtance, ſnou d +: purſue ERS £ 
Your glorious Steps, and ſhe from whence I came 
*Tis Natures moſt Inviolable Laws 
Io make each Species propogate its Kind; ; 0 | 7 
The generous Off. ſpring from the generous Stock, Rag 
Derive the Virtues, a ns the ys 


* 


e and Rod. Advance. 


| Rod. Impute, Great king, no more to my deſert, 
| N errut or your Genious gave. 


King. O Rodomond, there is but one return 
My Pow'rcan make: Thou know'ft I have deſign d 
My only Daughter for your Bed and Throne; 
It were unjuſt, now longer to defer 
Your Mutual Blits, to Morrows Sun 
Shall grace your happy Nuptials. 


Ro. Starts aide] The Thunder breaks, muſt diſſemble. 
Ha! Thouſeem'ſt furpriz'd ! what wants Cimene, 
Virtue, Charms, or Blood? 5 

7805 | Rod. 


Iba ve not yet deſerw d ſo great a Bleſſing, 


* 
6 * 
- 4 x of i 9 2 * 
1 + ng EW 
— * i 
Y ” N. (7 
The Generous Conqueror; Or ; 
. 5 Or, 5 


Rod. Far from my Soul, be ſuch an impious Thought; 
The Princeſs ſtands of every Grace poſſeſs d, f 
Of every Charm that bounteous Nature gives, 

Or Women think cher hae, | 


King. Why. ſeem you doubtful t to > Accept my rites 
Rad. Her Sanction can only confirm the Grant ty 


Tho? you have power' to give Cimene: han 
Arm. een in the ee 
Tis the Owner ſhould diſpoſe her Heart; 
Cimene firſt muſt give me leave to Love, 
While I endeayour to deſerve that Honour. 


. Above. ] He yields, he yields, O falſe Perfdious Prince 1 
ag. 
| King She has no Choice, no Intereſt; or Will: _ T 
Her Hopes, her Thoughts muſt Center all in mine : 
By my Command, ſhe now CHOY your coming. 


Rod. Vou may Command ; a Lover firſt how Wooe, 


King. Go Wooe her then, and all thy Stars attend; 
Condud him, Roderick, to the Princeſs. 
O happy Youth, thou need ſt but ask, 
And all that Fate can give, is in thy — 
While my ſucceſsleſs Love invokes the Wind, 
Lead on Ganx alu, to Armida,” \ " (hw. + King Gone ah 


— 
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"Havent Rod, Roder, 6. 


Rod, Lead on YR & dre; Oh! that ound, 
Thoſe fatal accents pierce my trembling Soul; 
 Thop'drepulſes wou'd have curd his Love, 
But ſtill I find he perſeveres. O-Roderick !. 
My faithful Friend, in every Scene of Life, 
Fig Mäaintains the bright Armida ſtill the Field ? 
i! Reliſts ſhe ſtillthe Kings repeated Storms ? 


1 N Roder. Not Rooted Oaks the force of raging: Minds” 
[i Nor Natures Barrs, on their Strong Baſis tixt, | 
Repel the fury of Inſulting Waves 
Wich greater firmneſs, than reſolv'd Armida 
.*Defies the Charms of Majeſty and Power. 
But, O, defiſt, this Love can ne*r ſucceed. } 


Ad. O Rodamend,: what ſtrange malignant Stars 
Thus blaſt our Loves ! and Nip our hopes of Joy ! 
We both afpire with the moſt Glorious flames, 
And yet are forc'd our Paſſions to diſguiſe ! 

There very mention carries Fate. 


* 3 


Rod. "Tis great to ſuffer "uh ſo brave 4 Cauſe, 5 
Which will the firmneſs of our Courage tr, 
We muſt, my Friend, Reſolve to bear the Storm _ 

Firſt to our beautious Miſtreſſes repair, N 
With them Conſult what meaſures to purſue, 
Support their Virtue, and their Love confirm. 
As for my ſelf, III ſnew the wondering World 
The Nobleſt Sacrifice, Love ever made; 
Make all confeſs, how far a generous flame 


| Tranſcends 


The, 


'Tranſcends Ambition, and the hope of Crowns, N 


In any other Cauſe it wou'd be 
The Glittering Charms of Scepters to om” — —-— 
But bright Armida is Jung Edwin 8 a 
And boundleſs iumphz in 5 , 
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Enter King, Ganz. Ar W. Enpb. 


King. We can the moſt ambitious Virgin wiſh, 
1 - But what my power can give 2 O Cruel Maid!. 
| 4 Obſtruct no more thy Glory, and thy Fate, 
\þ Receive thy Fortune, which with open Arms. 
6 | Flies to embrace thee : O relent, relent, 
Accept a Monarch, and aſcend a Throne, | 


1 13 | * Wade 


Arm. Tho vain my Youth, tho? va iner is my Sex, 
My warmeſt thoughts durſt never yet aſpi ire 5 
To feed the hope of ſuch a glittering Folly; — TAR 
No, no, my. Stars ſome: meaner choice a ign, 
Whoſe Faith, whoſe Love and Conſtancy may Merit 
The poor. return that I can make. 3 


Merit, Armida ? | 
If none Fon who deſerve you may pretend, 
Mankind muſt yield, and the Diſpute is over. 
= Evn I, whe Love the beſt of human race, 


wo Adorn'd with Majeſty, and Arm'd with Power, 

00 Cannot pretend to ſuch Exalted Merit, 

N No, Almerick muſt deſpair, and thou ras, Live: 
1 And die a a | 


Arm. 


| By cannot Love the King. 


8 8 
4 6 5 * * 
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7 NI COT 
971791 ba9b 3d: bn | 
Arn. When Kings beneath 1 their Ma ele i 8 3 
And take unequal Partners 40 their e ni 21:1 αν,vteee bn 
Experience ſhews, ill Conſequence Mien Rods nw b 2 ar 
Attend the weakneſs of their Choice,, Sasls male LAY .9 oli N 
EN gens 0 nA 2 93.4 N 


King. What canſt thou fear, whownpantceiini Thiwnep | 7 
What n thou hope, my Love will not confirm 24 : 
Arm, Cou'd reaſon. guide usin 1 the paths . Love, ; 
To whom might not great Almenich pretend ? l * WA 
But ſince by Deſtiny we Love or Hate, th a! 2 ne 941 | 
Since ſome refiſtleſs power unſeen debs "ig q 
The freedom of our Choice, and ſways the will, * 1 i 


44 


Impute not my Misfortune, to a . n 
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*s. 4% >. J 
— Mao ono thee tudes are 


Why wer*t thou fram'd fo exquiſitely Fair, 
The Angel ſtamp d upon that beautious Face, Nite 
Without a Mind proportion d to thy Form? [ft Wit 53 i 
Bright as a Star, why wilt thou not pour de 9 _ 
Propitious influence to preſerve Mankind? Il 
But like a Comet, with portenſous blaze 
Of threatning beauty ſhine, and arm'd with Fate, | 
Preſage Dep and the Fall of Kings, r a wAk 
LS) 1 e am |; 75 wy 
Arm. What ye aka i 1 want the power: be, aur 
But with MR tis that 1 refufe © KEY 68 
To Crown the Merit of that Glorious Prince; 
Whom 1 ſhall always Honour, and E a 
But never Love, mmm, e 
Du N 20% Mao 104; vib 03 blaig 1 
King. Never, Armida! O, recall that found. 
That Breath conveys my Fate. 


{ 
1 
i 
4 
c I. Arn to 1 
King O Hf nie © e ods n eng wn | 
: 
| 
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1 14 


F 2 


* That balmy e e the dead re ow 
6 Make the. Gurt & fett in r 1 


And — the in round, 
— 'd with * i, accents of 
While. you relent —— 
Kills like a Baf#5k, O 3 — 
Revoke thy. haſty Sentence 


Arm. "Tis fixd os; ad never can bechang'4/. 


th King. Here will E rooted grow. Till thou relent, . 

* Thou | moſt Inhuman of thy Sex; kneel, -krieel, 

11 Gonzalvo, kneel, and Keep Phy. wretched prince 
In Countenance Invert che Laws of Nature, 


And ſuppliant bow that Venerable Head, 
To bend ungrateful Beauty. | . NE down Cu. 


Arm. Whar means the King? what means my Father? 
Oh! I ſhall die with ſhame ; Riſe, Riſe, 

I éconjure you, Riſe, and leave a wretched Maid 

To her ill Fate, who never-can „n 

0 Never, Never. | 


j x 
* 


Gong, Unworthy Off. pr ing of a Generous Race, 
Thy Mothers Mak OA — that Savage Nature , 
How canſt thou hear, unmov*d; thoſe melting fiohs 
„ . Wou'd tame the fierceneſs of relenting Typers? 
0 Thus, Thus I tear thee from my bleeding Breaſt; 
19 Fly from my Sight, remote as from my Heart. 


Kt Arms. Why did: you. give me Life to make me wreeched? 
N Reſume that gift, and Iwill bleſs the Blow : 
I yield. to die; but would not live unhappy. 


Con. 


* — <p I — . ——ů—ů — —-— 
4. ————ů——ͤ —V— 1X 
* : - * * | 


The Generous Conqueror; Or, 


Gex. O Sir, forget her, the Fool cannot dleſerve 
The Honour you deſign; convert your Love | 
To noble Scorn and Indignation. | 


King. O that I could, Genzatvo | O that n >, 
Blown to the height, could now repel my n 
As Storms of Thunder drive againſt the Wind! 

I burn, I burn, and never have eale. 


| 2 | . — | \ 
Gonz. Call in your Pride to help your ſtruggling Virtue- 
To lay this Storm which Tears you by the — 1 8 


With Patience. 


Kin . Patience = the refuge of poor * 8 1 

Go, bid ſome Maſſy Ponderous falling welghs 8 

Fly from it's Center, and remount the Air, 
Then, then, I will be patient. 


Conz. But Sit ————— 

Kjng. 1 cou'd ſwallow Seas, 
Pour down the Danule, pour the Yolea down, 
When melting Snows extend his broken Shores, 
When with Impetuous haſt his Torrents Rowl: 
Not all thoſe congregated flouds can Quench, 
The raging Fea vour in my Blogd, 


Gong. For Heav'ns ſake be Calm; and ven no mare 
That generous Heart, whole every ſigh . 
Is worth the whole Inchanting Sex. 


Ling. Iwill be Calm, Con alvo, yes, III H 2 85 
Back to the Frozen North, from hence I came, gerne 
To the remoteſt Worlds extended Coat, 
> | 


— 


Ch 
10115 


| 25 8 8 | Tl „ 2 A V 8 3 R 1 4 . 
34 . The Genert.us Conguentd). Or, | 
_ - Wheicall things end, and Nature is no more. 
T liftring Savages impart my Moan, n.. 
And curſe the Beauteous Author of my Woes. | 


Gon. O Royal Almenjet, thy grief diſtracts me! 

King. There in ſome lonely Cave rettird | 
Revolve the Tails which Prieſts and Poet s feign-. 
Io paint the Sex ſo Cruel... 
The Bard who chapm'd the ſhades made furies weep, 
And4ultd the Damn'd/amigit their pa ins to ſleep... 
Who Panthers-cou'd xeclaim,, or Beaſts,more fell, © © 
Cou'd not the rage of turious Woman Quell 3 

Her wilder Heart no power of ſound could tame, 
While the Creation-melted with my Flame [Exit King, Gonz. 


| 2 


3X4 « „ 
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my 71 58 7 8755 F. | , 
* EY - 8 7 
Manent Arm. E uph. 


Arm. Was ever ſuch a wretch Euphelia ? 
Debar'd the Man, whom I was Born to Love, 
Purſu d by him whom I was born to Hate: ih 
The Kings Addreſſes fright my tembling Soul, 
Curdle the flowing Blood, and Nature ftarts 

*Tknow not Why. #440) „ e 
Eupb. Deſpondnot, Madam, ſure the powers above 
Such Innnocence and Virtue will relieve ! 

But ſee Prince Rodomond approaches. | 


„ 
o 


* 


bh * 
. 


* 


Enter Rodomond. 


Rode. Tho? Surges beat, and boyſtrous Winds repel, 


trough Seas and Tempeſts I have made my way, * of 
3 : : 


TheTimely nely Diſcode v. 
Like young Leander to the Seſtian Maid. 
Do 1 behold thoſe Eyes again Armida Ps; 


Arn. My Rodomond,| if L may call you mine, - 
Whom deſtiny foreverwilldivide:; ---//; 
Theſe ſ on ing Eyes, theſe ſighs but ill become 


A glorious Victor Triumph and return. 


Redo. O dry thoſe Tears, thoſe Drops of Liquid Pearl, 
More precious far than Aromatick Gums, s . 
Or fragrant Balm, which Eaſtern Groves Diſtil. 


Arm. You opportunely to my reſcue come, 
The furious King abandon'd to his paſſion,  - yg 7. 
Has now purſued me with his fatal Love, ' 9 oo (4 hom 
With Threats, and Promiſes, and every Art. 
To make me violate my Faith to you, AE pp 
That Faith and Conſtancy; which much I ear. - 5 
Thou, Rodomond, deſerv'ft not. 13 


Rods. Who can deſerve Armida? But if 
Arm. Diſſemble not, Excuſes will be, vain, 
And only ſerve to aggravate thy Crime, 
Too well I know thy falſe perfidious Vows, 
Thy broaken Oaths are driven by the Winds. 
Ho cou dſt thou treat me ſo ungentle, Rodomond 7 


Rod. 8 told Armida ſuch a falſhood, - 
Cou'd I tt? officious Villain know = LL . 2 


1 


Arm. There is no need of any other proof, 
Tis I my ſelf am witneſs of (hy Crime; 
Had 1 not ſeen, I never cou d believe. 


Rod. Unjuſt Armida, besen you wrong my Honour? 
But *tis the trade of your deceiving Sex : % 


You weary grown, wou break the ties between us, 
And your own falſhood thus impute to me. 


Arm. Unheard of inſolenee! wen n 
Ungreatful Prince. | 


Rod. Is this Ae ? the Gentle, Kind amide). 
Soft as the breezes of a Vernal Morn, © 
And mild as [nfants newly Rock'd to ſleep; ; 
Such, ſuch I left her: -Oh, "but now how chang'd! 
I ſeem ſome poor Knight errant in Romance, 


Who Battles Won, and Monſtrous GyantsSlain, - 


Returns to lay his Trophies at her Feet, 


| Whoſe Smiles can only recompence- his Toll, 


When vile Inchanters the bright Virgin ſteal, 
And in her ſtead, ſome Fairy Elf convey. e 


Arm. Fly from my ſight, how cou'd LLove 
So falſe a Man! Be baſer if thou canſt f 
And Cure * Paſſion. | 


* 


Rodom, Speak Roderick, ſpeak, fee 


| Diſaſter in thy looks, thou ne'r cou'dſt take 


A better time to tell the worſt of news. 


Roder. O, Sir, forgive me. 
Nada. I tell thee Fate can now not caſt me Lower, 
My Ruin's Fin iſn d, all that thou canſt ſay 


VVith 


The Generaus, Coguers 3 
With preſent Woes compar'd, will be a Scene 
A Conquerours tranſport in the Field of Battle. 


Kode. The King Enrug d 

Rodlomm. Speak on, Tam prepar d. IF. 6 fen b „ „ 

Roder. The King enr rag d at his rejected Love, „ 
Met treacherous Maleſpine, as he left Armida; eaten i 
He has the ſecret o your Love betraid , 4 n 
At which, not able to contain his Fury, 3 
The King declaims you faln from your Command, - ds a 
Your Poſts, and Honours, and threagens Vengeance. aan 
On your Head. 994 1 1 


Nodo. Tn bot furpditly Ichd ett en, ee x 
But ſee Armida how you wrong my Loe, "Way i 
My Honour, and my Faith; this baſe, thisfalls * Tam =_ 
Perfidious Man, however ſhall bey yu, Moos. 3 
Tes, Iwill go; K 9 2 
As Seamen e on tome inhiitnah _— F ; 1 


For ſafety make the Land, end Te ay. 3 


"Joys 


Thus I purſy'd hy fate, 2 
When to thoſe Arms, m 
Where all my hopes of — OTA eee 
By the fierce Savage from he Shore 


Rode. Stay Jodemand, ay, bis — you ſtay. 


18 * tes bes ears out 
Rodo. That Voice would ous are the Grave. 
Roder. Hold, hold, my — + you die if ace. IT 5 
That Syren Voice 'recals youto our n 5 
To that inevitable ſinking Sand = 12 „ - 
On which you ſplit in | e 
ir 6 „ plans] 3 Nodo. 
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* th Genius Courts ) Or, 


Rodo. Mer and let me hug my ruine. . | , 
Cees bin eng, n her. 
Arm. were you a Lover, you wou d ſurely bear 
Ihe weakneſs of your Miſtreſs? s Paſſion : 
Firſt know the cauſe re you Condema © 
My kind obliging Jealouſie. * N com 


ls He's loſt again, f forever loft 07, Sjels 2A, cloiet's; 2 
cannot ſtay to tre his ruin. 1 WL Fre al cr it 


* 


* K 


Arm. Led by my Love, tunodlerv 40 chan 
Your Converſation with the King; | 
And when Ithought yoy yielded to GP. enn! Shi: 
I entertain'd this juſt Suſpicion. - ; SEAT 1 


Rodo. By Heav'n I only di Dilemble. 


Arm, Whoe'r, Rodomond, like me can Loved? 
Like me, cannor Diſemble? nt en BA A 
But why ſhou'd I complain, if you forfuke þ |; 
That wretch, whoſe fatal Love has thus — had 7 
O fly, with Tears beg thee ſnun my Love, ; 
There is Contagion-1n my fate. 1 * | 
MC, : FL3007 "FRA | I 
Rodo. He is not ruind, who wou An not be bd, 
ho Tumbl'd headlong from my Mining wut 1815 
Thy Gentle Boſom breaks the mighty fall, 
Be thou but conſtant, and I ask no mere; nt 
| Fortune can nathing give, and nothing ae. 


Am. Bear record Heavn; and all the conſcious Stars; 13 
Who doom our Loves to this Diſaſtrous Fate ; Ani t 366 
Tho' Almerick ; 1 
Like thee, were Lovely, Beautiful and Young ; ; 


The Timcy Diſcovery, 39 
Tho? to his Empire the rich Eaſt were joyn on 

And his Dominions boundleſs as his — et 2 Wy, 2 n e. 
Tho he wou'd make me Miſtreſs of Mankind, k 
With Noble Scorn I wou d Infult his flame, 


Reject the Monarch, and a Crown diſdain, 6 25 ae _ 
Rods. Hear, in return, n what ISwear, = ! bs A 


 Tho' Fair Cimene all her Sex out Shin'd; 

Tho he who mounts her Bed, aſcends a Throne ; ES 
Tho' Empire, Power, Glory, Riches, all r 
That wretched Mortals, Happineſs, aura ee ef Its 
Attend her Love, and the Refuſal, Death, Rl er ng 
Fix'd as the Pole, I never will compl Ws rn ee 
But with Armida Live, or he 1. N I Exot. 


iin „ . 121 
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SCENE Eo via 


A Long "Gardad, bed lar tow 
Mal. "Tis done, *ris * diem „ 
Prince Rodomond's ruine is Compleat, oh, | 
Above the very proſpe& of my hopes; Ws Are 
Iv'e blown the King to ſuch a height of rage, as e 
As will his Rival Cruſh to Neuer 8 #4 e 


Alb. You mind the minute,” and: your u Fart ende, 

Or elſe this glazing Meteor had Eclips d 

Your fading Luſtre, and deſtroy d your Power : „ 
All Eyes were fix d on him, and every Voice - 5 


ron e by 97 5 FE” 


While you, who — . — Jv QA zitc2 70 
Seem'd but a Shadow hen you ſhin before... | 


Mal. What you obere, Albater, is too true 
When with all the Courkiers Little A, #55 
And deep diſſimulation humbly bowd 
2 welcome his return, he caſt a Glance, 

aught Glance, which ſeem'd to f peak contempt, 
Au e vouchſafd 4 ſupereilious Nod. | 


Alb, Thus far, my Lord, you with ate current Sail; 3 
You've thrown the Rival of your Power down; 
But if at laſt; through force, he ſhou'd comply, 
And be reſtord to Favour and Command. | 
He'll riſe the higher, and revenge his fall: 
The dead can only dons harm. 


Mal. Ves, heſhallDye ; "WE we that point muſt anage;, 
And wiſely throw the Odiumon the King, | 
He muſt perform, what we our ſelves defire 


Mer 04aN.. { 


Mero. My Lord: 4 

Mal. Have you the Large to the Seidien given 
Mer. 1 have my Lord: | 
Mal. And how did they receiveit? 


Mer. With all the ſenſe of Gratitudez, 
They Vow their Lives and Honour 
Devoted to your Service. 


4 


Mal. All things Concur, my end to miſe our 
The Prince remov'd, the King defenceleſs ſtands, 
Beſet with Foes, and deſtitute of Friends : 


hopes; 


* 


# 


On Rodowond: Virwe 
That bas api, the the t he To fer bac N | 
W ad FIT, 
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And ih Army, who 9 Town Arg — 0 Buoy of 
Shou' d, e Re venge, a Su f Gold | 
2 A among them Will tfleir bed MN 
hat NN wretch who. Fights Ke Gola, ET .20954 ei 
With Gold will be Corrupted. G3 MATH Dine tri tet 
But ſee the King ! you 15 contrive Cn N eHιι 
To feed * n NEW * el das (Hr 
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| Enter ig, 6 Gone . ac. u 4 


Kine. He dies, by Heav n he 
Ungrateful Rodomond Hall die: 


1 


les, Gonzabyo 5 21 4 L * 


And could he H3dra Ike fecit Mn 
Each ſeveral day, a ſeveral fate ſhould. give, * 
Gonz. O, Sir, let not your ury this t tra 187 7 : 
That Godlike Mind to Violent een eee I. 
Our Paſſions _ 615 0 8. ve; | | 
Through their fallacious our ng appear ©.) | 
Still greater hes , rr BY Big 1 
HE 4d 4-087 wot 
King. Reject my Daughter, 404 I mind e my Love! 
What can he add to ſuch wrong? My Love 
Is ſacred as my Crown; and he who dares 
To Rival me in one, will ale Fug PIPE B23 $7 ; 
To Invade the other. 55 551 | 
om. His Soul abhors the Thoughts of ſuch Crime i * | 
1 Sir, his Virtue and Jour Love, Pas F way” 


4 


That fond Paternal TLG g Nr 


His recent Triumph n s of Po 
Ede 


To Mutiny and Revenge. Of A 92: 29) 


| 1 50 ſelf 
For once, T1! ſtrive to bend t sſtubborti van ibo 


2 
. 


Hin conquer: 


0 


4 


Which he with Filial Piet tek re , a *y 


Shou'd now your Rage this tence give, : 
You wou'd repent | 1 0 ocab 0 fe Fe. Ar. 
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Mal. Beſides, ay has his 
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Have ſo indear'd him to the rs Hearts, e 
Seditious Spirits may their Rage i incite 3 . eee a 
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Tis fitter for that Reaſon he ſhou d die, 


King. 
Thou mak'ft my Juſtice neccuary, HAalelpue; 
He who by Dying can diſturb my Peace, - 


May, Living, hake my Throne; Butt! 
Contemn thole little Rare 065 110%, b 304! N 


Thou know'ſt 1 Low'd, and ſam won d Love um . 


Tis Rodomond only, Rodomond can fave; 
Go thou RR and uſe all th y Art 


1 7 


To bring his Paſſion down to Reaſon' Lure; 
If thou . not, Nil 5 * A VOTE, 

Let him reſign, Armida, and he Lives: en nome 1 
Accept Cimene, ahd he Reigns. 0 Maleſpine!' 11735 ben, * 


How vain is Empire, and how uſeleſs Power, 
Which cannot PRI ne poor Vixgins Heart 


- 18. ji — 
Mal. Tis not your want of rbwel burof win. n 
Exert the King, and hol reſiſt the Lover? b F 


Tho ſeeming Coy, few women will complain” 110 
Of yes Force, that lift them to a Throne. 


King. I wou'd Rot pine ' Maleſpine, but Hon quer; d + 
The Rape — the pleaſure of Fruition ; 


1 . 
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I wou'd be Happy; 
They ſay, that Muſick has W © 6 13 A 


ToQuell the Tumults of an Anxious 
If Sounds can heal the poyſonons; 


Bi ar? Ft FF? wa + 4 * {8 


Why not the Sting of Love ? For Love is ſure: 


One kind of Poyſon : Sound, Sound all 


Our Inſtruments of War, with Vocal Air 1 
Sonorous Mettal fil, whoſe ſprightly breatei n 
New Life imparts and e the Cowards Blood; 50 5 14 * 4 


en Loud ifo, the King LU.” 50 


Higher, yet higher.; raiſe th*Extatick Sound, * Ee e 
ii St 


With. all the $ ymphony of Martial dien e wo 421 
Such, ſuch as in che ald of Battle I x mk 7 
Proclaim'd our Triuaphs when the Lombard fe U. 7 as 


Martial Muſick fl Plays the King fans rar wings. | 0 
01? ve. nns 17. 
It works l it works | the Dancing Spirits riſe, 8 
Soft Love retires, and Furies ſeize my Breaſt; 
Bring forth the Warlike Steed, my ſhining Arms, 
Iwill revenge my Quarrel on Mankind, 


And Nations Drown d in Seas of Blood, img r 


I 


TY | 
Armida's Cru dry l 01 OT 116 4G 081%} off. ,59 
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Arm. and Cim. . the other end 145 the. ue. 


N K * . * \ + 


See there ſhe goes, how weak is ben force, 
In Competition with her Eyes ? Ceaſe, Ceaſe. 
Thoſe Harſh, and III Concchding Sounds, which Arm. 


With: 


alt. : 1115 | » 


* 
A 


— — 


* 


4 rang 


Ki 
With Steel * Heart, arid mate tis Deaf 10 Nature, 


Sink, fink to entle ind melodions- W you! 
| Soft as the y melting ſoul,” ©) 1my 7 2s [ay 
apLwet ve hey e oft Mufis Plane King . 


I wilt purſue ber. mh eee q "ay 0 B18 212 209 yil Vp 
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ü ano 
Roder. Stay Royal aeg PR a, or euere to 
Wou d you by ate, fly from the Victors Eyes: 1577-4111 
When with 3 ni h l 
Tis Wy acre. and AE OY 


1 ws Fa. 


a bat - 4 {®, 
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I wou'd be ſav'd; 3 by Amide Smit 
| The Merchant Stranded, and his Fortunes Loſt, 


Fix d on the Floating each Cod implo res. 
With longing Eyes the diſtant Mountains rie. BT ene 
1 never truſt the Ocean more: eg 

But when ef ap d, all his Reſolves are vain. 
Thus 1, ere aſſume my Chain, 


Forget ey Danger, and Renew the Pain, * 


31 


2744 That Qualmof Vue fightried ne, e, lu 


But ſee, he ſwallows all the Bal again, „A 
And Running to his Fate prevents my Summa 
Thus Men are always ruin'd by themſelves, 


And falſly. call the Sin, or Heaven unkind, 
When all Contribute 20 the Ils * bnd. 


* 
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— omnes. 
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Ac IV. SCENE L 


| Emer Adelan and Cimene. 
Adel.] T Am content to bear a Lover's Pain, | 
Wov'd you vouchſafe a Lover's Hope. 
Cime.) Where ſo much Merit challenges my Love, 
Without a Bluſh I may confeſs a Flame, . 
A Noble Paſſion founded on Eſteem. Sy 
Adel.] Why will you then obftru& our Happineſs, 
And ſcruple thus to gratifie that Paſſion ? . 
* Cime. ] The Danger frightens, not o recomes my Love; 
By Rodomond's Fate we ſhou'd be warn 0d. 
*- * Adel.) The Danger only ſhou'd enhance the Price, 
And make us dearer to our ſelves, Cimene; ; .  :. 
Our happier Friends will leave us in the Race, 
This Night they are reſolv'd to ſeize their Wiſhes, 
Anticipate the King, and joyn each others Hands: 
Would you conſent, our Bliſs wou d equal theirs. 
 _ Cime,] © Aaelay, urge not our mutual Ruine, 
I wou'd conſent, and yet my Fear forbids: 
See Rodomond appears; let us obſerve him. 


Ester Rodomond. 6, 
Rodo.] To Day a Conquerour, and to Night a Slave: 
How ſhort the Space between, thele vaſt Extreams ? 
If what I loſe, is in it felt no Gd. 
But on Opinion founded, and Miſtake, - p 
Opinion then, may all I've loft reſtore, 4 
Iis but to think, that I am not unhappy. 
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5 Adelan and Cimene advance. 
Cim.] When Heav'n thinks fit the Guiltleſs to afflict, 
It gives them Vertues, Rodomond, like thine, + 

To bear with Patience, fuch'a Load ef Wrongs. 
Rodo.] The Gods, and God: like Kings, can do no Wrongs. 
Illuſtrious Princeſs, we muſt then reſign, [Bowing. 
And bear the Fare, which they are pleas'd to doom. 

Ade.) We muſt be patient, when we can't redreſs; 
But when we've Power to repel the Wrong, 
He Spirit wants, who wants Reſentment. - * 

Rodo.] What means the generous Adelan? 

Aae.] Your Patience is Injuſtice to your ſelf: 
Fly to the Army, where you are ador'd; 
By them ſupported in ſo juſt a Cauſe, * 
Demand your Miſtreſs,” and your Right. , © | 

Rodo.] I ſhouꝰd deſerve the Fate, which you bemoan, 

Cou'd I be guilty of ſo baſe a Crime: : 
You know my Obligations to the King; 
Can I revolting, break thoſe Sacred Ties, © 
And draw that Sword, which honour*d once this Arm, 
Againſt the Breaſt that gave it??! | 
Aae. ] The Giftreſum'd, the Obligation dies; 

You are diſcarded, and diſgrac'd, | 
Roao.] But not releas'd from the vaſt Debt I owe. : 
No, Adelan, believe me, I will dye; | 
Or, what is worſe, will live, and loſe Armida, 

Before I'll ſtain my Honour with that Baſenels, 

Whatever Fortune ſhall attend my Love: 

This Satisfaction leflens all the Pain, 

Tnat I ſhall not deſerve it. N 

Aae. ] This nice romantick Honour is your Ruine, 
And offers Violence to Nature. 


Cim. 


Cin. ] Unhappy Prince, worthy a better Fate; 

I ſhare thoſe Wrongs, Iwiſh Icou'd- redreſs. © [Is going, 
Ade. ] Hold, bright Cimene, hold: By all our Vows, 

Our mutual Vows,” ſeabd in the Face of Heaven, 

I now conjure you to compleat our Bliſs , 

This happy Night, by giving me that Hane. 
Cim. ] My ſtronger Paſſion will farmount my Fears; 5 

In vain depending on our Strength we ſtrive; 3 

Vertue, tho arm'd, our Paſſions may ſuprize, 

So weak is Prudence, when oppes'd to Lover 8 

Since Innocence is Ignorance of Ill, | 

And in that Innocence our Safety lies, 


Tis better to be Ignorant. than Wiſe ESE Ad. Cim. 


Emer Roderick: 


Roder. ] Art thou that Rodomond, victerious Rodomond, 
Whom this illuſtrious Day ſo lorious fan, . | 
And now ſo abject and alen | | 

Rodo.] Iam that Wretch, whom wtoud Mense Gy a 
This Day triumphant, like a God ador'd, 0 
Now in a few revolving Hours o rethrown, 

And levell'd with the Herd of Men. 

Roder.] When Fortune or the Gods aſflict Mankind, 

Compaſſion to the Miſerable's due: 
But when we ſuffer what we may prevent, 
At once we forfeit Pity and Eſteem. 

Rodo.] Am I ſo falln? ſo miſerably loſt ? 
To be below, or not at leaſt deſerve 
The Pity of my Friend? 

Roder.] Would m wy Compaſſion could your State reſtore ; ; 
You only to your ſelf can Pity ſhew : 
Rouze, rouze, my Lord ; avert: that God-like Mind, 

And, ſhaking of this Lethargy of Love, 
Be Man again: ö | 
H 2 "2 
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Then all the paſt will like a Viſion ſeem, 

Whoſe Imageꝰs confusꝰd, perplex the Brain, 

And with convulſive Terrorsfriglit the Mind; 

But when the chearful Morn calls up the Day, 

We wake with Joy, to find it but a Dream. 8 
Rodo.] Would'ſt tliou per ſwade me to infringe my Faith, 

Renounce my Honour, and betray my Love? | 

That noble Paſſion which the Soul refines, _ —_ 

Firſt made Men Heroes, and thoſe Heroes Gods; 

Whoſe genial Fires inform the ſluggiſh Maſs, 

The Rugged ſoften, and the Timerous warm, ; 

Give Wit to Fools, and Manners to the Clown: 

The reſt of Life is an ignoble Calm; & 

The Soul unmov'd by Love's inſpiring Breath, 

Like lazy Waters, ſtagnates and corrupts. 

Roder.] Miſtaken Notions, of miſtaken Good, 

Your captive Reaſon led aſtray: The Brave 

Shou'd ſcorn the Snares of that deluding Sex, 

Nor ſacrifice to ſuch a Toy as Woman, 

Their Int'reſt, their Happineſs and Fame; 

With Women alwaysthey moſt Favour find, 

Who have the leaſt of Merit. 

Rodo.] The bright Armida, her whole Sex tranſcends, 

As much in Vertue as in Beauty: O, my Friend, 

Tear not thoſe Wounds, which thou fhou'dſt rather heal: 

Gonzalvo try'd juſt now, but try'd in vain, : 

Advice to wretched Lovers is the fame, _ 

As Drops of Water caſt on conquering Flame, 

W hich add new Fury to their native Rage : 

This Night I am reſolv'd to wed Armida. 
Roger.) By Heav'n you mult not. 
Rodo.] By all that's ſacred, Roderick, I will; 

Thy Perſcverance to reſiſt my Love, 

Will diſunite our Friendſhip. 


Roa.) 


e 
Road.] Pm more your Friend than you are to your ſelf. 
But ſee the King. ER 


Enter King, Gonz, Mal. Mer, Eu. 8 
King.] Unhappy Youth, whom I wou'd ſave in vain, 
Thou much has wrong'd my Honour and my Love. 
Rod. ] When Rodomond is guilty of that Crime, 
The King and Heav'n avenge. It | 
__K/zne.) Attend with Patience, while I ſhow 
Thy black Ingratitude, _ TIE ig 
Rodo.] O Royal Almericł. 


King.] With Silence firſt hear me, let all rerire. [Exe ceteri. 


Did I not ſnatcht thee from the Jaws of Fate, © + 
When Gondibert, thy vanquiſht Father lay 
Extended on the Ground ? Then, thou, by Law 
Of Nations, and of Arms became my Slave, 
For Conqueſt is the firſt and nobleſt Title: 
Have I not ſince, with a Paternal Care, | 
Indulg'd, and bred thy Youth ? And, from a Slave, 
Thy | Ix Ba to Empire rais'd, and my Cimene, | 
A Gift of nobler Value than a Crown. | 
Rodo.] You gave me Lite when Death was all my Wiſh, : 
Tho? Benefits upbraided are diffolv*d, Town 
The mighty Sum. | | | 
Ring.] Muſt thou not bluſh thoſe Benefits to own, 
Thou wanteſt Gratitude to repay ? 
Adopted thus, and in my Boſom worn, 


Thou ſtingꝰ'ſt that Breaſt, whoſe Warmth thy Life maintain d. | 


Of all the Sex there was one beauteous Maid, 
Whoſe Eyes in triumph lead my vanquiltyd Soul, 
Whom ] deſign'd of my declining Years 

To ſooth the Cares, and eaſe the Weight of Crowns, 
Her thou haſt raviſh'd from me. 


| Rodo.] 
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50 The Generous Conquerotr : or, 
Roto. Forgetful King, ſurvey your ſwelling Stream, 
Stain'd with the hoſtile Blood that I have ſhed,” 
Thy Enemies Blood, thy Glory and thy Crown, 
Both by this Sword fecur'd; thus have I paid 
Ihe Dabt I owe ——- But for Armida's Love, 
To God, and Men, I will avow my Claim; Fr 
Buy Nature's Laws, and common Right I hold | 
As firſt Poſſeſſor, my Armidia's Heart. q 
Ring.] Inſolent young Man, thou know'ſt not ſure 
I want no Power to chaſtize thy Folly. _ 1 2 
Road.] You may chaſtize, and J reſign my Head, 
I.yield my Life, but never can Armidas. 1155 
King.] No longer, Rodomond, trifle with my Love, 
Thou know'ſt the gentle Temper of my Soul, 
Which the miſtaken World, good Nature call; 
Tho? caſte to be rais?d, more eaſie to be calm'd. 
Like Heaven's Anger, my relenting Rage 
 Beginsin Tempeſts, and is laid by Showers, 
The ſwelling Drops burſt thro? their lucid Orbs, 
And chaſe each other down my flowing Cheeks, 
Which bluſh with Shame, at the old Soldier's Weakneſs, 
1 weep for thee, whom I would fave from Ruin. 
Rod.} 'Thoſc moving Tears will quite diſſolve my Frame, 
They melt that Soul, that Threats could never ſhake ; 
My King,. my Father, ſheath that generous Sword 
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1 |; In this ungrateful Heart, I dying leave 7 

j | What living I can never loſe ; Then, then, 

— Axmidia's yours. "1:5 | 

Il! | King.] No, live, my Rodomond, reſtor'd to all 

4 That Empire, Fortune, or the King can give, 

1 Accept my Danghter, and reſign my Miſtreſs. | 
11.28 ERodo.] You may as well theſe impious Hands command 


To tear the Strings which hold my. panting Heart; 
and ſooner Pd obey. ; 
5 King] 


Timely Diſcovery. EY 
Ning. ] Like Whirlwinds then, Tblow thee from my. Soul, 
The World's Extreams divide us two forever ; 


N for thy Refuſal, is thy Fate, | (Exit wot 


Enter at the Aber Door, + 
Adel, Cimene. Armi. Roz, Euphel, diſauis'd. * 


Adel.] All is prepared to ſolemnize our Nuptials, 
The Prieſt attends in yonder Mytle-grove, 
To tye the ſacred not. 
Rods. ] This Minute's ours, beyond the Power of Fate, 
Let Fortune rage to Morrow, and deſtroy, 
We ſhall have Ages livd to Day. [Takes Arm. by the Hand. 
Lead on my Friend : 
Arm.] Unuſual Weight hangs on my labouring Soul, 
Preſaging inauſpicious Joys. 6 


As they are going out, Enter Albazor, Meroan, and Guard. 


Alb.) My Lords, you are my Priſaners ; 
I muſt demand your Swords. 

Rodo.] My Sword,” Alhazor ! + 

Aib.] It is the King's Command, that 1 
Convey you Priſoners to the Citadel. 


Draw, draw, my Lord, and let us die like Men. L- Adil. FED 8 
Rodo.] Put up,my Friend, the King's Commandsare ſacred, 


My Paſſion had almoſt ſurpriz'd my Virtue; 
Here, take my uſeleſs Sword, ſo often drawa 


In Almerick*s Defence. [ Flings his Sword. .. 


Arm.] O Rodomond! 
Cim.] Unhappy Adelan. 
Rodo.] To die, is nothing but to ceaſe from Pain, 
For all the Shade and Darkneſs of the Grave, 
Is to be ſeverd from Armida's Eyes; 
That, that's the laſt canvulſive Gaſp, 
The Separation of the Soul and Body: ; 


Adieu, my Love, [Ts Armi. 
Arm J 
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And if there's none all have eternal Reſt. 


4%." Þ JIE 


rs] 0 Mae how / can I bear thoſe killing Words, 


g Stay till my Sighs and Prayers make Heav'n relent 


To Pity, and feverſe thy Fate, thy cruel 2 8 8 0. 
The Guilt of every Star. | | 

Alb.] My Lords; your Time is ſhort. | 

Rod.] IIl boding, Reven-peace, nor dare prophane 
- The ſacred Rites of parting Love —— Oh Armias! 
Muſt, muſt we thus divide? | 

Atm. J No, no, like Life, I hold thee faſt, 
Nor ſhall the Hand of Death unlock my Graſp. 

Rodo.] Thus claſpt in Folds of everlaſting Love, 
No Porce can break the Circle of our Arms ; 
But *tis our Fate — Armida we mult yield, 
Once more farewel, thou beſt of Womankind, 
If I ſtay longer, 1 ſhall never g0; | 
Lead on to Dungeons, Horrors, Chains and Death, 
The Brave and Honeſt never are {urpriz'd ; 
It there's a Life to come, the Good are blelt, 


* 


[ Exempt. 


"Ss Arm. Cim. | 
Cim.] Stun- d with this Shock, my Grief forgot to flow, 
But now with double Violence breaks fort. « [Weeps. 
Arm.] The Sea, Cimene, cannot find us Brine 


To feed the Tears proportionꝰd to theſe Woes, © 


can no longer bear the ſight of Heaven, 
Cords, Daggers, Poiſons ſhall thy Life diſparch, 
Which Grief too ſlowly will deſtroy. 
Cin. ] That impious Help, Armide, weſhowd ſcorn,” 
To Fill Vit is Wretch, there is no need of Art, | 
Whozgver lives like me, can break her Heart, Exeunt. 


Scene 


N 
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Enter Mal. Mero. 4840 27 


Mal.] The noble Lyon's hunted to the Toil, 
There let him foam, and roar and gnaw the Chain, 
Which he ſhall never break. e | 
Mer.) The King this Minute has pronoune'd his Doom, 
To loſe his Head to Morrow in the Forum. 
Mal.] The King's ſo fickle and unfixt in Temper, 
There's no depending on his Sentance ; 3001. 
To Day condemns, to Morrow will forgive; 
Tis good to be ſecure; Are all to mount the Guard 
To Night, our Friends? f 
Mer. ] Your Creatures all in every Poſt of Truſt. 
Mal.] Good Meroan, go ſee that all's ſecure, 5 
The Time approaches to reward thy Service. [Exit Mero. 


Mal. Solus. 


What is Ambition but Deſire of Greatneſs? 

And what is Greatneſs but Extent of Power? 

If Power then's the Object of my Wiſh, 

I vainly ſeek, what I poſſeſs already ; 

A Crown can give me nothing that I want, 

Since I haveall the Good, tho? not the Name; 

But Luſt of Power's a Dropſie of the Mind, 

Whoſe Thirſt increaſes, while we drink to quench it, 


[1 


vil ſwoln, and ſtretcht by the repeated Draught, 


We burſt, and periſh, 


| Enter Albazar. 


Alb.] May all your Fortune thus, my Lord, ſucceed, 
May all your Foes the Fate of Rodomond meet, 80 
1 | ike 
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Like him ſecur'd, and in your Power. 
Mal.) To Morrow's Sun his headleſs Trunk beholds ; 
Then, then, Albazer, we will ſeize our Wiſhes, 
The Spoils of Empire, and the Charms of Love. 
Alb.] I beg, my Lord, you wou d vouchſate c one Boon: : 
Beſtow on me Eupheliaa. | 
Mal.] IT amengag'd to Meroan. 
Alb.] Engag'd, my Lord? 
Mal.] Ves, Albazar, he has that Favour askt, 
And I have paſt my Word ; but be content, 
There will be Spoil to gratifie thy Wiſhes. 

Alb.] Ilong have lov'd that beauteous Maid: Methinke, 
My Lord, my Services ſhou'd not be weigh'd 
With Meroan's. 

Mal.] Tam engag'd, and never will recede; ; 

You muſt ſubmit ; whoever thinks | 
His Services unpaid, will ſoon repent them. [Exif. 

Ab.] If ſo imperious while he only hopes, | 
How will he ſwell when Maſter of a Crown: ? 

He ſhall repent it. 


Eater King, Ges. Roder. c. 


King.] Tho? Royal Blood flows in thy Noble Veins, 
And forty Camps with Lawrels plant thy Brows, 
Thy Son's Preſumption merits Death, Goxzaivo ; 
He is not worthy of my Crown and Daughter. 
Gonz.] O, Sir, forgive the Folly of his Love; 
I never did ſupport, nor knew his Paſſion : 
If Services, tho paſt, may Mercy claim, 
At once my Age commiſerate, and his Youth. 
Xing. ] His Doom be chang'd within Rævenna's Walls; 
If found to Sed he ſhall dye. 


Enter 


7 
7 imely Diſcovery. | 


5 Euter Armida. © 

Arm.] Tcome, unhappy Ki fave thy Gui 
Whole fatal Love chy Rouen 2 miſled, ** 8 
Jo paſs a Sentence, that will ſhake thy Throne, 

- Deſtroy thy Honour, and thy Peace. 

King. ] Blame not Armiie, what theſe Eyes have forc'd: 
You ng have hinder'd what you now deplore, 

By condeſcending to my Love; and you 
Can only now retrieve his Fate. 

Arm.] 1 will revenge your Quarrel on theſe Eyes, 
Whoſe Bube have thus deſtroy'd $4 
The King, my ſelf, and what J hold more dear: - 18 
I will retire excluded from the World; - | J 
I never more my Rodomond will fee, | 
Wou'd you his Lite preſerve and Liberty reſtore. 

King.] You to your ſelf can your own Wiſhes grant; 
Give me that Hand, and Rodomond ſhall live. 
Arm.] To ſave my Lover's, and my Brother's Life, 
Iwill my Hopes of Happineſs reſign, 
But cannot change the Object of my Love; 
Conſum'd to Aſhes in the del Neſt, 
My Phcenix Paſſion nobly ſhall expire, 
But ne're revive the Species to renew. * | 
King.] Thy Coldneſs kills not, bur preſerves my Flame, 
As Winter Snows the freezing North Arend, Y 
And tender Plants keep warm. O Armida! 
Thy very Cruelty has allthe Charm | 
That Kindneſs gives the reſt of Womankind ; 
Diſdain'd we ſtill Jove on. 885 
Arm.] Your Paſſion only centers in your ſelf, 
Or you wowd wretched be, to make me bleft : 4 | 'N 
Wou'd to my Happineſs devote your own, | 1 
In generous Friendſhip, and 8 1 
: 2 . IL NAt 


1 


56 he Generous Conquerour : or, 
That part of Bliſs is leaſt which we receive, 
The nobler Pleaſure ſprings from what we give. 

King.] Return Armida, to behold thy Fate: [Is going. 
Here, Maleſpine, my Royal Signet take, wy 
The Warrant of his Death; go ſee -. 

The Sentence executed trat. 

Arm.] Hold, hold, inhuman Tyrant, hold; 

Canſt thou conſent to take that precious Life, . - _ 
Whoſe Loſs will leave no Vertue among Men? 
King.] "Tis fixt as Fate, and never can be chang'd; „ 
You way theſe Words remember. 77 [Going 
Arm.] I yield, I yield: Here, take the curs'd: Armida, 

To fave my Rodomond, I will live another's : 

Be doom'd to Life more terrible than-Death. oe 

King.] Armida yields; Gonzalvo, Maleſpine, Albazar, 
Partake the Joy ; I want the Strength to bear | 
To either Pole: Let Seas and Winds convey 
The welcome Sound, and all Mankind be happy : 

A thouſand manumitted Slaves ſhall owe 

Their Freedom to this Day; ſhall ever bleſs. 

The happy Hour Armidaſaw the Light. As 
Thou ſhining Excellence, thou beſt of Women, [To Arm. 
] leave thee to diſpel theſe gloomy Clouds, 

And to aſſume a brighter Face of Joy : | 

Prepare, Armida, for this glorious Night; 

In all my Triumphs thou ſhalt bear a part, 

Divide my Scepter, and Poſſeſs my Heart. 


Manent Giv. Arm. Ex. Kin. Mal. Roder. Cc. 


Arm.] Recal the King, for I recal my Word; 
Icannot, will not, muſt not keep it: But then 
My Rodomond dies; I will, I will; 
I will be miſcrable, O my Father; 
I cannot bear this mighty Weight of Woe ; _ 
| "hou 


Timely Diſcoverr. 5) 

Thou never mare muſt ſee thy wretched Daughter. 
Gor.] The Gods thus puniſh your intemperate Love. 
Arm.] — Flame is virtuous, innocent, and pure, 

And rather claims Protection. 
Gon.] All Paſſions in exceſs are Crimes; 

Submit thy Fate to Heaven's indulgent Care, 

Tho? all ſeem loſt, tis impious to deſpair ; 

The Tracts of Providence like Rivers wind, 

Here run before us, then retreat behind, 

And tho? immerg'd in Earth from human Eyes, 

Again break forth, and more confpicuous riſe. Exit. 
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38 The Ceusrous — or, 


A 2 


8 * N Last, 


Conſo orts of Muſick, Shouts and Heclamations 
at al ſtance. 


Enter Mal: Alb. Mer. 


E ſtand, Albezar, on the Brink of Fate, 
The next Advance we ſtep into a Throne, 


Or fall for ever. Shouts at diſtance. 
Theſe Shouts are mine. £ ow 


Thou thoughtleſs King, dream of ;magin'd Toys, 
Which thou ſhalt never taſte, thy Crown ſits _ 
And ready for this Head. 4s Pr | 

Mer.) The King intends Prince Relat tnadeals,.. 
When in poſſeſſion of his Love, we muſt 
Anticipate that Deſign, or all is loſt. 


Mal.) *Tis true, that thought * our haſte; 
Albazar, ſhall the Citadel ſecure, 


Mal.] 


Then ſtrangle Rodomond, while we i. 


Diſarm the King, and make him Priſoner : 
Our Friends, I hope, are ready? 
Al6.J They only wait the Signal. 
Mal.] Each to hi Charge, with Care and Caution move, 
And nothing Leave to Fortune, 
Who never truſts, can never be deceiv'd ; 


For Fortune ſtill in our own Power lies, 


She governs Fools, 15 govern'd by the Wile, [Exit. 


Scen: 


Scene opens and diſcovers Armida de like a Bride, 
Eup. attending. 


Arm.] Ye radiant Galaxies of blended Stars, 
Whoſe Influence governs Mortals here below, 
Among that numerous and cceleſtial Hoſt, 
Has poor Armida not one Friend? Are Bears 
And Lyons only Rulers of the Skies, 
And not one Lover in that ſhining Throng ?' | 
 Eap.} Deſpair not, Madam, Time theſe Grieſs will cure; 
Time dries the ſighing Widow's Eyes, and makes * 
The Wretch in Bondage, in Chains forget | 
That ever he was happy. 

Arm.] There is no _ for this immortal Grief: 
To Night, Euphelia, I muſt wed the King, 
The I hought diſtratts, and fills my Soul with Horrour. 
But PI anticipate my Doom; PU be his Bride, - 
But never will his Wife. Give me the Draught, 
I have prepar'd, Euphelia. 4 

Exp.] O ruſh nor headlong to Deſpair. 
I now mult diſobey you. 5 . 

Arm. ] Diſpute not my Command. 

Eap.] Then let me Pledge, and with my Miſtreſs Die. 

Arm.] No, live Ewphelia, to defend my Fame, - 
From rude Aſperſions of malicious Tongues. [Exit Eup. 
To ſave my Lover, and to ſave my Self, 
I drink this healing Draught; Armida dead, 

The King relents, and Rodomond reſtores. 


Enter Eup. with « Cup, Arm. takes it, drinks. 


Here's to immortal Love; 'tis Rodomond's Health. 
Euphelis, the noble Draught gives Life to him 


And 


. 
a. ® 
— "Wh 


Our diſmal Tale, Proverbial be our Names, 


bo The Generous. Conquerour : or, 
And Indolence to me : When After-ages read 


In all the Legends, and Records of Love. gh. 
Now, Almerick, come, I give my wing Hand ; 
Lead to the Grave, 


Enter Cim. Roz. and Ladies. 
Be ſilent on thy Life, Euphelia. 
Cim. ] The King commands us to attend your N uptials, 


My Friend, Armida, now be comes my Mother; 
Aud that AﬀeQtion which I ſhew'd haßare, 


| 1 now convert to Duty. 


Arie. ] Thy wretched Mother, ſi ince I boar that Name, 
Shall know Cimene only as her Friend; 
No other Title can unite our Hearts. 


Enter King as a Bridegroom, 


Mul. Alb. Roder. G. 


Kine. ] Keep down my, Joys, compreſs your rapid Stream, 
And flow as gentle as yowr Deep; 
Thy Hand, my Love. 
Arm.] Some leprous Scurf this wretched Hand defile, 
And make it loathſom to thy Touch and Sight ; 
And wilt thou then, inhuman King, thus force 
My Virgin-heart, and raviſh my Delires. . 
Ring. This Rage, Armida, misbecomes the Night, 
But Time will make us better Friends: : 
Lead to the Temple. 


As they proceed, enter running Gon. Ir. kneel to the King. 


Gon.) Hold, Royal Almerick, hold, you ou ne Fate; 


1 2 forbid theſe. horrid N uptials; 


King. ] What means Gongalvo? 


me 


* 


Time Diſcovery, Ts 
Gozs.} With frightful Inceſt you polluzs your Soul ʒ „ 


Armida is your Daughter, 
irg. ] Thou ſure art mad, Gonc avs? 
Gon. ] My Wife Trent, will unfold the Secret. on- 
T1r.] By Heay "n*ris true. 4 | NY 4 
King.] Speak, ee e 


Jr.] O firſt forgive, forgive my fatal Folly, 
Tis I have thus deceiv d Wold and You. 


peak, undeceive, and kill; 
1 e wes Patienc ence if I can. A 


Ir.) When you, great Almerick, beam ing Arms 
Our Lombardy o'rerun, and laid our Cities -- "Mg 
The good _ DN the Wife of + 
Committed to my Charge her Daug er; | 
The Siſter of Prince Ron, | * 15 
I had a Daughter of an Age, 
Who dying ſoon, I bred the Princeſs as my own; 
And gave her the ſame Name; : , 
My Lord Gbanaltu then three Years was abſent, 
In the Wars, and nothing knew of what had paſt, - 
But thought the Princeſs dead, and that | 
Our Daughter hv'd; for ſb I had deceiv'd him. 
When you became our King, and had receiv'd 
My Lord unto your Frien ip, you alſo gave 
Your only Daughter of the ſame Age, an 
Calbd Cimene, to my Care; I, out of Affection to the Royal 
. Houſe of Gondibert, exchang d the Children, 
Gave you the Daughter of Gondibert, 
And bred up yours as mine ; there ſhe ſtands, 
MifealPd Armida, but is — | 
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| ; Rouz 24 ſuch a Thoughe, 


162 © * The - 826807: old 8 
King.) Thea Camone's'the tree dbu, 
And Armida is the true Cimene? f 7 41 dah 


Ir.) By all that's ſiered it 15 true. ee IP 
King.] Why Gta thou ner not reveal i Fa * os 
Ir. ] My Fear reſtrain'd me *tull this fatal Minute: {EM 
Neccliny compel, 2 to preverit JE? Ince Mt. Fa 


Ming. ] Why ot / to thy Husband | 991141 
Gonx. ] I was in Ignoragca, tall Greene LAN 


1290 HAT l 
Ir.] I knew the Niceneſs of his Honour would bot | 


Permitthat Impoſition on the King. 
King.] e "tis falſe; ris Cobain on aal, 


To rob me of my Womañ; 3 
Thy Sex, nor Age, e eee 1100 1c 1 IT] 


From my juſt Anger, thy devoted Head. 
Ir.] O, Sir, like Heav'n, the Fenitent ee Rt 


King.] I lokeaNaughter, nod-aDaughterfind;). U 10. 14 
But root Amy [Miltrelss 1 O, rr, 2 718 NS 811 1] 


Revoke hy Tale; thy horrid Pale, Jreze 5* 21l1 2.1 ont 19] 
Say, that through Dotage thbu aft idly bien, 1 wwe 
And I will yet forgive. 115 


Ir.] The Truth! ſpeak, le Om Oman 97 


'- Go. ); Tiba, moſt coreaifly 21960: ume a 8 I 
Reflect, great Sir, and you perhaps may trace * $9 91H 152 
The Mother? image in the begurdotis Bult IU 


Alen; 1 | boa off TY bak 


King.] Ha, G vo, 3 2i 104 on fer. 
- | As 


—— Diſcover. 63 

As will n 1 ſee, I ſe 1 2 2848) nn bt C77 

My charming Wife, m  Clatfnonlrabere ; z. n 

When Beauty's Bloom ung on her bluſhing Cheeks, ' © 

And all the Roy al Vouth in ſhining Arm 202320 

Fought for ber Love: png pe ſit: 5 10“ „ lit.) en 1 0 
WY Inc 003 970. I van * rav 08 7 
py 0 ſee the Care of > ol hose A 8 

My boading Heart, againſt my Father 's Love: 2 

Here were a Dawn of Happineſs, but I 1 I ard] 

Have thrown that Happinelsaayi: You ſtil Pr won Nis 218 

Are Daughter to a King Armida. A snd acl wat 5 0 FRY 


Wh 


Cm.) For Friendſhip-ſs! ke 1 1 the fey Na 
And am with pleaſure call'd Armida. 


King.] Indulgent Gods due Warning gi ve, © 
But * Blindneſs oft prevents their Care. . 
Laſt Night, Cimene, when my Love relax d. 
Permitted Slumber to invade theſe Eyes, 
Methought I ſaw thy beauteous Mother ſtand 
In her own Form, conteſt before my ſight, 
And with that Voice, which every Ear cowd is 
Thus cry aloud, Ceaſe, wretched: Mmerick; _ 
And check thy impious Love, Which, if indulg'd, . 
Will fill thy Soul with everlaſting Horrour: 
I ſtarting, wak'd, and nothing found but Air; 
But when my Reaſon had reſumꝰ d its place, | | 
T ſeorn'd the fooliſh Dream, as orily rr 
From melancholy te r ho 18 0101 00 T9701 YET 7 


Gon. ] It ſurely was the Voice of Heavn, /H 


King.] On what#horrdPreeipice I too, 
bende, falling headiohg; Mad dada 0 Pics e (Au. 
For ever broke — Quiet of my Soul; 5 
In how perplext a Maze of Error thou 

K 2 Has 


64 7 be — Conguerour: ory. : 
| — this 2 us, Irene ? ＋ 4 22) | 
rgive thy Folly : O Cimene ! Oh, m y Daughter. 
A A Either — ſure embrace a — [Embraces. . 
Begone, begone ; thy Laps are much too warm. Starte. 
© fly, my Child, for ever fromtheſe Eyes; _ 
Too weak my Vertue, and my Love too ſtrong. 15705 and 
Approach, Cimene, now tlie Danger's paſt; Lb. | 
In that one Sigh, my Love and Life expire: | 
is true, Ilov'd with more than Father's Lovez- TR 
But all my Paſſion cou'&inſpire before, 

Affection now ſhall equal: Fly, Maleſpine, 

And bring Prince Rodomozd : This ight. 
Emake my Daughter happy. _ 


Arm.] Oh, I never can be happy: 
What has my Folly done. s 


Mal.] I muſt diſguiſe no longer; ; he cannot come. 
Ning. ] Ha! cannot come. 

| Meal.) He ſhall not come. 
Kj»g.] What means the Slave? 

Mal.) This Minute he is ſtrangled.” 

2 The Gods forbid. How ? Where? . 


wp my Command, unthinking — * 
Thou gav'ſt thy Power to me, and Power, + 
Makes, Kings ; I think not proper to refund i it. 
Arm.] O Heavens [Swoonr: 
Ng. ] The Villain raves; ſeize him, Gonzatve, . 
Ml.) Seize me? The Pageant King ſhall firſt be ſeiz d. 
Stamps with his Feet, arm'd Mar maß In © 
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Look, Almerick, behold theſe Swords are mine: [Party dran. 
Diſarm Goxzalvo, Roderick, and his Friends, CF mi 


This Day I mount thy Throne. | 
King.] Flagitious Villain, I cannot „ 255 
So much Amazement has poſſoſt my Soul, » 1 


Look, Monſter, if thou canſt on me, and Heav'n: 
Have I not pour'd on thee continual Streams 
Of; Bounty and of Favour, with Titles grac d, 
And made thee, Miſcreant, Kinſman to the Throne, 
With Honours leaded that ingrateful Head, © 
Till over- charg'd, thou bentit beneath the Weight 3 
What coud'ſt thou ask, and went ſt repulſt away ? 
I granted all Ambition could devour, 
Or thy own Averice demand! This Hand! 
This unexhauſted Hand] ſtill gave and gave; 
Till thou ſeem'd ſatiated with the vaſt Receipt, 
But J unſatiated with giving. Is this 
Then the Return of all? 


Mal.] The ſole Return of bound{efs Favour; - 
You gave ſq long, till I cowd not repay ; 
But talk no more, the Repetition's vain, _ 
To you diſguſtful, troubleſome to me. 
Gon. ] Let us reſolve to die,” *tis worſe tha Death, 
But to ſurvive this Day the poiſen'd Air | 
Muſt be contagious, which that Monſter draws. - 


Mal.] Take that preaching Fool away. 


_ « Ka.) Firſt hear me fpeak, but not to thee again, 
I ſee my Soldiers, nay my Guards thy Slaves, [T's the Soldiers, - 
Havel not fed your Hunger, cloathd your Wants, 
To Conqueſt led you, and to glorious Spoils, 


in 


66 The Generous Gonqueronr : or, 
Indulg'd you Riot 7 Like my-Chiſdren, nur t 
In Wantonneſs and Eaſe? Cat yourovoht? ; 049 2 mn wle 
A Soldier's Honour's dearer than his Life; M311 yi at 
Can Gold corrupt you to betra $6 Maſter i 3 8 | 
Dogs on their Feeders fawn,” Men bet ann . 
I ſee that the DefeRtion'suniverſal.” e 4 Mat; 
a Mal A Mal.” | 


Mal. Away with the Priſoners Fl bear no more. TY 
As theyare going out, Mal, "tops Cimane. . | 
Manent Mal. Cim. Arm. Aler, we 5 x 0 5 
Mal.] One Word before you go. | þ e 
cim] With me, thou Nonſter: 3 8 wy . 
Mal.] Since you appear the Daughter of the King, 


I want your Title to confirm my Throne; TEE 
I once defign'd that Lady for my Bed, 9 ' 
But ſhe deſpis*'d, and I deſpiſe. again. 5 7 r 


Arm.] Thy Impudence ſurmounts 1 other Cri imes, - 
To hope my Love, thou execrable Wretch. | 

Sceſt not the Lightning in the Hand of Jove 

Prepar'd to flaſh, and to transfix thy Soul. 


Mal.] Rave, rave on, Till ſleeping Gods awake. Spar 


8 


Arm.] There are no Gods, if thou this Night ſu 4 rvive, of 


Mal.] Kind Nature has net form'd my manly Mind 
To ſooth, to fawn and flatter, 'wretched Woman; 344 
I know the Charter of my Sek; Ine THING 27 
How Kings ſhou'd be obey'd; all Right begen 
In force to Love, and Empire the firſt Claim: | 


Timely Diſcovery, 67 
But I will giv * back the Crown I take, 8 
And ſo compe te forthe Father's Lof. | | | 


Arm.] Give met Crown, thou greater Fool than Villain ;- 
What height of Madneſs can indulge thy Love, 

Stain'd with the Heroes Blood whom I adore, 

And vile Poſſeſſion ard Father's Crown ? 


Cin. Thou poor Vſurper of a Moment“ Greatnl, 
Who haſt no other Title but thy Crimes. 


Md.) Neglected Beauty may ae leave to rail ; 
You, Madam, have more reaſon to be kind; 
I own I cannot yet deſpair; They lay, . 
Affected Anger is a ſign of Love; 
My long Experience of your Sex . 
The Vanity of that Thought. 


Arm. Infoleat inſulting Villain! Long 9:1 ly moe» 
Mal.) That very Rage! is not without, its Charms, | 
Arm.] Come, let us f, Ame. 5931 nota 


.F*4 7"? \ 
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Mal.] Firſt hear 8 11 ow | 1.2 | M3 7 
its this Minute to — 103! 04 

en drag theetomy Bed, — che to my Throne, 
10 711 12 I's Age | 2 ib | Y : HILL 1 


Arm.] O hear me, Maleſpixe, if thou art a a 
And Nature is not totally deta&d; ere. 
Grant meiblut on R queſt, et fie belold, gs L. ge ny | 
For once, my Fathers Eyes, bHlots-rhat Hand! 7 Biff n! 
Has closꝰd their Lidb Wendel Nigh 2 Grant this, 2101 11 1 
I ask no More. he gung E 4 Aon 2711 h S401) 149! 1% 
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88 The Carus Fa onqueratir : of, 


Mal.) Tho firſf Regus t aver gk do ge OY 
*Next, grant thou mine; F 3 Code the Princes. . 
2 Lee Cim. Ar. Mer. 
80 Meron has ſhiz?ds his Prey che ill; nee N 
Thus have I row bd my — . — wp.t the Ni 

But muſt provide with Ogre, leſt they revolve; 
Had I miſcarry*d, I had beena Villain ; 
For Men judge Actions always by Events; 
But when we mannage with a juſt Foreſight, 


4 
4 = 


q 1 1 


: Duccels 1 15 nne any Poleſſon Right 7 * Rar. | 
*D. G: E N E nl. Change to 4 Fiſen i the Palace. 
A dim Taper burning. 
King, Gontelog: 


ing.] We dream, us, ſure ſome Form of Night, 
Some Sbaſthy Phantaſm plays before our Eyes; 
Or is't hae Weg t which rids the labouring Breaſt 
From Vapours, Fumes and Indignation bred ? 
This horrid Scene cannot be true; I roſe 
Bright as the Sun to Day; ; like him ador'd 
With all the Pomp and Splendor of a Crown; 4 
Now ina Dungeon caſt, like vileſt Slaves 
-Condemn'd for Crimes to ĩgnominious Deatnß; 
The Sun will riſe again, bring back the Day, 3 
But we are ſet for ever. iO ba. 


Gon. ] We always dream the Liſeof Man' a b 
In which freſh Tumults agitate his Breaſt, 
Till the kind Hand of Death undo the Bars E 
Which clogg'd the noble and aſpiring Soul; 2. 2 

Then, thep, we * Wake. | | 


' 
» 4 


Timely Diſcovery, 


King. ] I cowd ſubmit to arbitrary Gods, + 
With — bear my wretched Doom, Gonzalgo, 
Had Heav'n puniſſid by another Hand, 5 
But from my Slave, my Creature, I have raisd 

To Dignities and Truſt; tis more | 
Then Nature can ſupport. © + 


Gonæ. ] You knew he firſt King Gondibere betray'd, 
Yet you receiv d the Villain to your Breaſt. 1 


 _ King.) Upbraid no mere my Weakne s: 
What's to be done? 


Gon. ] There's nothing left but Death. 


Ving. ] How ſhall we dye? The Monſter*s not ſo kind 
To leave us Inſtruments of Death. | Po 


Gon. ] Thoſe friendly Walls will eur daftfd Brains receive: 
By Reſolution Death his eaſie found. 
But fear not, wretched King; he will take care 
We ſhall not live too long. [Xing gropes, feels the Walls. 


ing.] Theſe Ribs of Flint are hard; but not ſo hard 

As that remorſleſs Villain's Heart: The Weight 

Of Greif my Spirits ſinks; here will 1 lye 8 
In expectation of our Doom. {Lies domm. 


Enter Cimene. 


Cim. ] I come to ſeal my wretched Father's Eyes, 
And then to cloſe my own. O my Father. Nel over hi. 
Moment found, and the ſame Moment loft; © 
roper Griefs are drown'd and ſunk in yours. 


'L Ring. 


51% The Generous Conquerour : or, 
King.) My fatal Paſſion has deſtroy'd us all, 


My Daughteg, Rodomond, and my ſelf; 
Forgive me, dear Cimene. . 


Arm.] O mention that no more; prepare to die, 
The Tyrant has pronounc'd your Doom. ä 


King.] Thou bring'ſt me Comfort; tis my Wiſh, eu 
But how gotꝰſt thou admittance? . | wh 


Arm.] The Price of that audacious Monſter's Loye, 
Who has preſum'd to court me; nay, mor. 
The barbarous Meroan has this Minute ſeiz d 

My poor Euphelia, while Heav'n lookt on, 
And, without helping, ſaw the raviſht Maid. 


King.] By Heav'n he dares not, Maleſpine not dares [King ſtarts. 
To harbour ſuch a Thought: Theſe Hands ſhall firſt ing »p. 
Thy tender Life deſtroy. _ | | | 


Arm.] O fear not me, Iam prepar'dtogo; 
I wait on you, my Rodomona, to meet. 1 2M417"5 


Door opens, enter Mal. Mer. with a Cap, 


Mal.] If the diftreft'to Death for Refuge fly, 
Iam your Friend, and come to eaſe your Pain. 


King.] Ithank thee, Maleſpine, I never thought | 
To be __ to thee. . Give me the Cup: (Takes the Cup, 
It muſt be ſurely mortal from thy Hand; 5 
Divine Nepenthe, Liquor of the Gods, 

Which their eternal Vigour ſhall ſupply, 
And verdant Youth renews ; but touch'd by thee, 
Wou' d turn to rankeft Poyſon. Here, Gonza/vo, 


2 ** ? - 


Jo thee and Liberty I Drink. Enter Meſſenger frightned. 
Meſſ.)Loſt,loſt,myLord,for ever. 3 


* 
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King going to IG; fops 


Mal.] Why trembleſt ſo, thou Slave? T hy Fear 
Has kill'd the Man, and ſent thy Ss to pode me, 


Speak, Scriech-ow!, ſpeak: 


 Meſſ.] The falſe Albazar has betray'd you; | 
Inſtead of executing your Commands, 
Has ſet Prince Rodomond and Adelan free, 

Who, with drawn Swords, ſtrait marching to wy Forum, 
Rais'd all the Citizens to Arms, to ſave the 

Your Friends make head, but all i in vain, 

Are overborn by the tumultious Crowd; | 
Who now enrag'd, approach the Palace. Pp | 


Mal.] O faithleſs Dog, thus to deſtroy my H 
Draw, Meron, there is no thou ght of 1 25 955 


But we may dye reveng'd. J Draws makes at the Rs, 
| a 
King.] Here is a Dawn of Life; who flings domi the Cap. 
My Empire for a Sword: 


Fight with thy Teeth, Gowzalvo, \ . G the 11 7 . 4 
ays hold 0 


An .] Repent, repent, and yet be pardor'd. 


er.] Hah, is it ſo? 4" without, Save, faverhe King. 
Claſbing of Swords. 
Then I will fave my ſelf. {Diſarms Mal. and heaps on him. 


Ml.] Now I am a Villain. 
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| Enter Rodom. Ad. Tancr. Citizens, &. 
Arm.] My Rodomond live. 
Rod.] Cimene lives, the King is ſafe: 


Kine.) O Rodomond, forgive me firſt my Crime, 
| Before I dare behold thy Face. ; | 


. Rod.] You know no Crime, and I have felt no Pain : : 
The preſent Joy defaces all that's paſt. 


King.] The Gods this Night, have thro' ſich Mazes led 
Our ſtumbling Steps as will thy Soul ſurprize. | 


Nod. ] Albazor has the wondrous Secret told, 
To whoſe Repentance we our Safeties owe. 


Xing. ] Firſt, Let us Pay what injur'd Juſtice claims, | 
And then, reward thy Love: Thou horned Monſter, To Mal. 
*Tis more than Cruelty to let thee live; | | 
The Villain's Couſcience is his greateſt Pain; 

In Mercy thou ſhalt dye: Drag hence the Slave 

To Caldrons, Racks, and Wheels, ſtretch evr'y Nerve, 
And every Griſtle break: Theu injur'd King, 

O, Gondibert look down, and ſee my Juſtice; 

This Monſter firſt his Faith to thee betray d, 

Then me: I ſend this Victim to thy Ghoſt, . 

And let us now be Friends. 3 


Mal.] Excufes wou'd be vain ; I brave my Fate, N 

And only with Diſſatis faction dye, 

That I am not r eveng'd. [Exit to Tortares, 
King.] Away with him. i | 

Albazar, Meroan, your Services to Night 8 
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Timely | Diſ⸗ COUery.. . 7 2 
Obliterate your Crimes before. | oF 
Now, Rodomond, 

Here take the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ſerv'd ; 
pas all your Joys but equal your Deſert, 1 8 
And the good Gods can give no more. [Gives Arm. hand. 


Rodo.] Let me contain the mighty Joy. . 
No more Armida, hut my Wife Cimene. - [To Arm. 
No more Cimere, but my deareſt Siſter, . © 175 Cim. 


Arm.] O, Rodomona, reſiſtleſs Fate divides us; 
Thoꝰ all the Bars between us ſeem remov d, 
I never can be yours ; to Night I dye, 
Three Hours of Life, and then I am no more. 


Rod. ] The Care of Heav'n forbid ; What means Cimene? 


Arm. ] Deſpairing to be happy in thy Love, 
And to prevent my Marriage with the King, 
I drank a Draught of Poyſon. 


Rod. ] O Horrour! Horrour ! can this be true? 
Arm.] As true as I love Rodomond 


Road.] Eternal Fury will diſtract my Soul; 
I cannot live to ſee that curſed Moment: ; 

I ſhew thee thus the Way to die, Cimene. [Draws his Sword. 
Ring.] Diſarm his Rage: Call ſtrait for Help of Art: 

Whoever ſaves my Davghue precious Life, . 

My Empire ſhall reward. 


Arm.] In vain is Art, the Aconite works ſur 
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5 Whoſe mortal Cold cungeals the Blood, , _ 


And freezes all the Springs of Life. | 
el Red] 
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Rod. ] Was ever.ſuch a Fate, myſterious 8 7 
Tue Storm blown Ere, to periſh urthe Port, 
In ſight of all our Wiſhes, - _ 


Xing 4 What has Paſſion done, 7 "Bees Maid! . 


Arm.] My Father found, my Father kind, 
My Lover ſafe, and Sen to my Arms, 


Muſt poor Cimene die? Raue, Evph. mu, 
-Eup. 11 have eſcapyd the lun Villains Hands. 


em ] Thou com'ſt.in time to clöſe. my Eyes, 1 1 8 3 
V ho art a Witneſs of the fatal Draught. 


Eup.] Then live, my Princeſs, for you are not poyſon d; 
217 ͥdlebeyd your raſh Command; exchang'd 


The mortal Prugs you had prepar' 'd, and gave 
A harmleſs Liquor only. 


Arm.] May I belicve you? Can this be true? 
Eap. ] As Iwould die, to fave my deareſt Miſtreſs. | 


Arm.] Then, then I'll live, live to reward 
Thy faithful Care, Exphelia, O Rodomond 


Rod.] For ever bleſt Euphelia, be thy Tongbe, 
Too weak i is Man this Rapture to ſuſtain, 
I ſhall dye with Tranſport. 
My Grief, repell'd by Extaſie of Joy, 
The jarring Tides will overflow my Heart. 


King.] Once more I give my Daughter to thy Arms, 
And — her Hand my Crown. 


Rod. 


f 
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Rud.] With Adoration I receive the Bleſſing; 
And ſince propitious Powers our Joys compleat, 
"Tis juſt my Friend and Siſter thou'd partake, 
I have a Right now to beſtow this Hand: [Takes Arm. Hand. 
Here, generous Adelan, let your Sorrows ceaſe. ONES: 
Our Hopes, our Joys, our Intereſt are the ſame; 
Here, take my Siſter, ard divide my Throne. 


King.] Our Thanks firſt paid for this miraculous Night, 
To bounteous Gods, who have theſe Wonders wrought; - 
To Morrow's Sun your Nuptials ſhall adorn, 
And ſee thee mounted on thy Father's Throne, 
While I my Age in downy Quiet lull 1]! 
By my Misfortunes, Rodomond, be wiſe, 
And chuſe with Care to whom rnd the Reine; 
In this one Point be to thy ſelf ſojuſt, ' 
Reward the uſeful Villain, never'truſt,” © Exit. 
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